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It has yet to be proven that intelligence has any survival value. 
Arthur C. Clarke 


Before anything else, preparation is the key to success. 
Alexander Graham Bell 


Introduction 


First came the fun of thinking what would happen in the event our 
world turned upside down. Where would we go? What would we do? 
How would we survive? 

Then came the novel, Iz The End, set in a world where the worst 
comes true which only prompted more thought on what I would need 
in the drastic situation. I started posting articles on my blog. People 
replied with their ideas both from their real-world Bug Out Bags and 
their rampant imaginations. I found I was not alone in my thoughts 
and there were many people who may one day actually need the Bag 
because they live in places where natural disasters happened. 

And so it evolved. In this book I chronicle the evolution of my 
Bug Out Bag and all things connected. I start with an untested bag Pd 
take on a hike, then I researched and tested, letting the Bag and the 
contents evolve. The latest version is born of the results of what I 
learnt through the process and I lay it all out in the coming pages. 

Iam a novelist, so I have thrown in some of my fiction, including 
short pieces I posted on my blog, plus I introduce my novel with the 
first few chapters. 

I hope you enjoy, or at least take away something that can help 
when the world goes to pot, whilst hoping it never happens! 


Disclaimer 
Iam Not a Medical or Survival Expert 


Iam nota medic or survival expert, trained or otherwise. This book 
is compiled from research and experience of being out there in the 
wilderness. 

Should you suffer any ailment or symptoms you should seek 
immediate medical attention. If this is not possible the book is 
intended as a guide as to what you could pack in your Bug Out Bag to 
help provide survival options and first aid in a range of situations. 
Please ensure you only use any product in line with the manufacturers 
guidance. Use your common sense. Disclaimer done. 


You Have Ten Minutes. Now go! 


The phone has rung. The emergency message pinged on your 
mobile. The radio comes alive and the rolling TV news has only one 
story. It has happened. Come true. The end of civilisation. Natural 
disaster. World War III. Alien invasion. A fast spreading equine 
influenza jumping the species boundary, or just a plain old zombie 
apocalypse. If you are lucky it will be only one. Either way, you have 
got to evacuate. 

You have ten minutes to gather what you need. 

Now go! 

Information coming out of ground zero is sketchy. You are not 
being told what is going on. All you know is you have to move. There 
is a safe haven, but it is miles away. You have to leave quick. Maybe 
you have your own ideas of where it would be best to hide out. 

The least you know is you have got to get out of town and away 
from the cities. Head to the country, the national parks or up the tallest 
mountain. Anywhere that is not going to make it easy for any infection 
to spread, or where a stray bomb or laser bolt is going to crash into 
yout head. 

It is coming. For your best chance of survival you have to be quick. 

So what do you take? 

I am not prepared, but still I did the test. I took ten minutes to 
jump around the house and grab what I could, racing to think what I 
could carry on my back. Hoping there was enough to sustain me for 
longer than a few days. 

I am downstairs when the call comes. I am prepared mentally 
because this is only a test so I don't spend precious moments locked 
in search of answers, trying my best to come to terms with what it all 
means. 


10:00 


Still, I take a few seconds. 

I am the outdoorsy sort. I go hiking and walking with my friends 
every year. I have wild-camped more times than I can count and had 
to dig a hole for my waste in the wilderness a few times. So this will be 
easy. Right? 


A minute has gone before I am upstairs pulling old clothes out of 
the wardrobe to get to my rucksacks. I discard the ninety litre pack I 
take on three day expeditions. Fully loaded it can carry an awesome 
amount of stuff, but it slows me to a causal pace. I won't be interested 
in the scenery on this journey. 

Speed will be key. I might have to run from people, from things I 
have never met. So I settle for a day pack with half the capacity, but it 
is waterproof and has lots of pockets. A great compromise. 


8:00 


With eight minutes left I am at the cupboard where I keep my 
camping gear, pulling out a Trangia camping stove. It is the first thing 
in my bag. On top I throw in a fire steel, a folding knife, dry bags, 
woolly hats and gloves. It is still winter for a few weeks. 

A small first aid kit goes in too, as well a personal wash kit. Some 
unopened beef jerky from the last trip goes on top. I have a low light 
torch, a spork and a tin mug. I look at the deodorant and shower gel 
on the shelf next door but walk away. I stuff in a sleeping bag and 
inflatable pillow, shocked the bag is almost full, but still drop a small 
emergency kit on top. 

I move to the dresser, swinging the pack over my shoulder. The 
sleeping bag spirals out and I clip it to the side of the bag. Grabbing a 
technical top and t-shirt, a fleece and quick dry trousers and we are five 
minutes gone as I am racing down the stairs. 


5:00 


I try to stuff in two large bottles of water, soon realising there is no 
chance so I empty the contents of the bag on to the living room floor 
and run to the hallway cupboard. I tap in the code for the safe and 
repeat, this time in the right order and pull my passport and the small 
amount of cash I keep for emergencies. Intended more for a leaking 
pipe than the end of the world. I lock the door and think what next? 

Food. 

From the larder cupboard I grab packets of rice. They are pre- 
cooked, meant for a microwave, but they are not bad heated on the 
Trangia and I can eat them cold if I must. I grab small tins of fish, 
mackerel and sardines, the latter of which I have no idea why they are 


in there. I fill my arm with beans and cereal bars, nuts left over from 
Christmas. 

Passing by the bathroom, I add paracetamol and antihistamine too. 
Standing and staring over the Bag, I take a moment, knowing I am 
missing something big. 

Shelter. 


2:00 


I lose time finding the keys for the shed and unlocking the back 
door, taking only seconds to look to the sky, pondering on how big the 
world suddenly seems. I am unlocking the shed with just over a minute 
to go. Fighting to climb over everything in the way. A bike, tools and 
an office chair I have nowhere else to store. I eventually grab hold of 
a bottle of methylated spirits. It is full and essential as the fuel for the 
Trangia burner. 

My eye falls on the tool rack and a claw hammer. Before I know it 
is in my hand and I am swinging it through the air in a way I never 
have before. It is heavy, but I have a feeling it could be my new best 
friend. 

I pause to look around the shed, grab the small two-man tent and 
panic that I didn't pack it all inside the bags properly after it was last 
used. I haven't got time to look now as the time counts down on my 
watch. 


0:00 


The ten minutes is up and my new life is piled on the living room 
floor. 

I take the extra time, another five minutes and pack everything in 
tight, discarding the pillow and grabbing my thick ski coat that has 
never seen snow. Along with my hiking boots, I have everything at the 
door. I have to hope it wasn't a hard deadline and remember I am one 
of the lucky ones. 

I had warning. 

Now all I have to do is swing it on my back, open the front door 
and see what is outside. 


Shrill - A Short 


The bells called in quick succession but I couldn’t break through 
the fog closing around my thoughts. Recognition of the shrill tone 
hung just out of reach. Turning restless from side to side I cracked an 
eye to Sophie’s shadowed outline, her gentle breath rolling in my 
direction. I willed the unrelenting tone to pull back as cotton wool 
clouds of Merlot stung at my brain. With the noise unrelenting I pulled 
up the cover, exposing my bare chest to the chill air. The phone 
downstairs snapped into focus. 

Sophie stirred and I quickened my pace with my eyes widening to 
collect every morsel of light. The boards reported each step to the 
hallway. Silently cursing, I could hear the twins moving in their cots as 
I tried to soften each placement. They would be up early tomorrow no 
matter what and I promised to take my turn to feed them whilst trying 
not to sink into a slumber so Sophie can sleep away the struggles of 
the year just turned. 

The stairs screamed with my weight. Cracking and calling with 
every placed foot. I cursed the caller, rage building in my chest for fear 
of Sophie hearing the loud, wooden complaint. Still the shrill call rang 
through the night as I hurried to silence its shout in the vain hope I 
wouldn’t need to start my promised care for the children any earlier 
than was inevitable. Not waiting to land at the bottom step, I whipped 
up the receiver. Thankful when the sting halted its resonation in my 
head. 

Taking a moment to bask in the silence, I barely took note of the 
woman’s voice on the other end of the line. Putting the round of the 
receiver to my ear, I could tell from her tinny voice she was pre- 
recorded, reading from a script and wouldn’t listen to the tirade I had 
been planning with every footfall. 

Still when the message went by in an instant, surprise was my first 
thought when her only reply to my silence was to repeat the same 
message for a second time, then a third when I shook my head still 
confused in the darkness. 

It was only when she spoke for a fourth and final time did I put 
the words together and sigh with relief, shaking my head and huffing 
ait out to the prank call. 

I held the silence to my ear for longer than I should have before I 


looked around the dark hallway just to make sure nothing was out of 
place. I replaced the receiver with care and planted my foot to the 
second step, pausing as I rolled the woman’s voice though my head. 

Regretting the rattle of my brain, I dropped back down, moving 
into the living room to pull back the curtains, shaking my head harder 
as I stared out into the pitch darkness of the road and hill opposite. 

Leaving the curtain to the side, I climbed the stairs with the rolling 
voice already disappearing. Listening outside the girl’s door, I heard 
only their gentle breath and I stepped back into our room to stare to 
the space calling beside my wife. My eyes fell heavy as the prank call 
had all but gone from my mind. 

With careful steps I slowed my chest, looking to the red digits on 
the clock. The leading two told me I had at least four hours to sleep 
away the growing pressure between my ears. Passing the shrouded 
window I pulled back the covers, but before I could slip back into the 
warmth I paused, teasing the heavy curtains to the side. Squinting, I 
sought reassurance of the late-night trick. 

Light greeted me from the horizon. My eyes grew wider at the 
village over the hill lit up like it was early evening. The neighbours to 
the left and right, their houses only visible from the first floor, were 
burning electricity like they were partying into the night, despite having 
said they would be in bed seconds after leaving through our door. My 
eyes stung at the corners as I lingered on what I thought for a moment 
could be slow shadows moving in the road. 

Heavy lids blinking, I could only just open them from their fall. 
Greeted with only the moon’s light, the village lay bathed in utter 
darkness as if it had vanished before my eyes. The neighbour’s lights 
had fallen too and the first words of the message flashed in my mind. 

There is only a few minutes of power left. 

She had repeated the words four times to make sure I had heard. I 
could feel the beat of my heart rise. If that part was true then perhaps 
all her words had meaning. 

I turned from the window, letting the curtain fall and watched the 
dull, blank digits of my bedside clock. I watched Sophie’s breath as it 
came out in slow rolls, then deep pulls as her eyes widened in alarm 
with my shouts for her to wake, for her to get out of the bed so we 
could evacuate. 
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Ten Minutes are Up 


The pack is on my back, my hand on the door handle. I pause 
before I pull down and rush back to the phone, my finger jabbing at 
the digits for the second time. There is still no answer. They are doing 
what I should be. Running. 

Pulling open the door, I hang back behind the threshold. I look 
left, look right and my brain freezes. 

I have no idea where I am going. 

The only decision I have made is to go it alone and not follow the 
crowd. If this thing is a contagious disease, if it is an invasion or 
reanimated bodies wandering the streets, I want to be well away from 
everyone else. That said, I need to meet with my friends. 

We have talked about this, usually drunk in the pub. Someone 
mentioned Ikea Southampton would be the place to go. Plenty of beds 
right? Then again, I think I suggested there would be no food, 
meatballs perhaps, and it would be a terrible place to defend. So big 
and in a major city. That idea is a bust, but I can't remember if we 
decided somewhere else. 

The only other place we ever talked about was Dartmoor. 
Somewhere we had spent so many weekends. It is desolate, deserted 
and full of wildlife. Well ponies. I just hope my friends have the same 
idea. 

I walk to the car, holding back from opening the door. The keys 
are in my hand and the street is clear, the road quiet. For a moment I 
wonder, did I dream all this? 

I jump in the car, having decided to drive as far as the quarter tank 
of diesel will take me. About a third of the hundred and eighty miles if 
my estimate is sound. Just then I notice people streaming from their 
houses, some with packs on their backs, others surrounded with stuff 
in their hands. Shoving duvets into car boots. Loading furniture on 
roof-racks. Traffic is already building and I can wait no longer. 

Why am I waiting at all? 

I turn off my street and into a trading estate; the road is blocked 
with traffic trying to head the same way. I turn the car around before I 
get to the back of the queue. The road is blocked going the other way 
too. 

I pull over to the side of the road, lock the car and start my journey 
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on foot. People are still streaming out of their houses. I try not to look 
them in the eye. Try not to judge their decisions. Try not to think of 
those people in developing countries you see on the news carrying their 
whole life on their heads. 

I avoid their paths, the clutter of their possessions strewn along the 
road, dropped by the side of their cars as they try to pack everything 
in. They won't get away before it is too late. I resist the urge to shout 
for everyone to run, to get out of here as quick as they can. Like the 
alert said. 

Diverting through a park, the pedestrian traffic is much less, but as 
I leave one road behind, the angry shouts and the call of car horns are 
ready to greet me on the other side. I live in the suburbs of a town and 
it is about three miles until the map looks green from above. I divert 
north west, knowing I need to get away from the buildings, or away 
from people as quick as I can. 

My choice of pack, if not my choice of footwear, stands me in good 
stead for the light jog. Diverting this way and that to avoid crowds who 
seem to surge together for safety, even though they are shouting and 
hollering in each other's faces. As time goes by and the buildings thin, 
I slow, wondering if whatever caused the alert has happened. 

Was it all over? Had the crisis really hit? 

I look to the cloudless sky, but seeing no meteors, the sky empty 
of parachutes and rockets raining down, or dust rising on the horizon, 
I think myself a little silly and slow, but not silly enough to turn around. 
That is when I realise there is something missing from my kit. A radio, 
preferably a wind up, or solar powered. 

Tam in a small wood a few miles from my house and I have seen 
only a scattering of people as I walk with a quick pace across a place I 
have walked before. Where I walked with family and friends, guided 
dogs sniffing every fallen leaf, pissing up every tree trunk. Now I don't 
cate for the scenery as the woods thin, the motorway in the distance, 
cars crawling along. I divert again, following parallel to the road, but 
trudging through field after field, tracking across fallow, boggy land to 
save the hazardous climb of fences never intended to make my journey 
easy. 

My legs are tiring, the adrenaline has well and truly drained to 
nothing, leaving that horrible lethargic hangover. I want for company. 
This is the first time I have hiked alone with a pack on my back. 

I think of my friends as I stop to take a rest, pouring water down 
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my throat, crunching on a cereal bar. I would like to say it was the first 
of the trip as I spot an isolated house on the horizon. A farmhouse I 
guess. 

I could find out the latest, they probably won't be there anyway. 
They should be on the motorway I can see has been stationary since I 
have been following for an hour now. With that I turn my Apple Watch 
to low power mode and check my phone, it has been no use since I 
left. No bars, just a cross in the corner. 

Dogs bark as I come out of the field and into the yard. I see cows 
peering over the side of their stalls, the smell of stale shit wafting, 
clawing at my throat as I arrive at the door trying to listen past the 
animals going crazy the other side. There cannot be anyone at home, 
no car around, just a tractor parked under a canopy a short walk off. 
There is no chance I am getting in to the house with those crazed 
animals. 

I walk off. It is getting dark. It is the winter and it is only three in 
the afternoon. I have been on the road for a few hours already, the 
only thing keeping me heading forward is the thought of not being able 
to find somewhere to put the tent up whilst it is ight. 

I walk the next hour scouring the land for somewhere good to stop. 
Somewhere well away from the road, away from those who might 
abandon the route and try to find shelter. I don't want them to find 
mine. 

I stop and pull off my pack after diverting south, trying to keep 
heading in the vague direction of the motorway, thinking all the time I 
should have brought the compass my hand passed over when I was 
packing. 

I stop with just enough light to find somewhere flat. It is next to a 
hedge with the lights of the cars on the motorway just disappearing 
and with no other noise around, I can just about see the contents of 
the tent spread across the long, yellowing grass. 

Tam thankful for my choice of tent. It is lightweight and pitches in 
less than two minutes single-handed. It would just about fit two, so it 
is easy to fit my pack alongside. As I lay on the ground checking for 
stones underneath, I think of the extra weight a camping mat or self- 
inflating mattress would have added. It seemed like a luxury at the time, 
but not right now. 

Sitting on the grass, the tent is too shallow to sit up inside, I hug 
myself, the cold biting now I have stopped. I unpack the rucksack, 
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getting the Trangia roaring with a mugful of hot water, wishing I had 
brought coffee. Instead I shove in the rice and let it warm through. It 
is a good meal and I eat it with the stars already bright in the sky and I 
spend the next half an hour figuring out that I could be on the road 
with all my supplies gone by the time I reach Dartmoor. 

Five days, four if I am lucky. 

I will have to find out what this is all about, figure out if I should 
stock up or find civilisation again, find the safety of the shelter they 
talked about on the bulletin or discover if I am already out of harm's 
way. 

I cannot wait any longer to zip up the tent. Choosing to unfold the 
knife, it looks so short as I lay it beside the hammer, taking off my 
boots for comfort whilst hoping I won't regret the decision. I lay with 
my eyes closed and listen. 

A hunger builds, which I force myself to ignore whist trying not to 
concentrate on every unnatural noise in the night, hearing alien sounds 
making my mind work overtime whilst longing for the camping mat as 
I try to shake off the cold rising from the ground. 
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Bug Out Bag Version One 
Kit List 


Here is the first version of the kit based on my race around the 
house and what I learnt from my first hours on the road. 


Trangia Camping Stove - This trusted weatherproof camping stove 
has been in development since the 1940s and runs on methylated 
spirits. I have been using one for over twenty years for all sorts of 
camping and family days out. It is light, weatherproof, fast to put 
together and take down. It is quick to boil water in the provided kettle. 


Metal ‘Sig’ Style Bottle and Methylated spirits - A bright red, 
sturdy bottle to keep the fuel safe. The bottle is easy to distinguish as 
not water! 


Fire Steel - Lightweight and able to be used in all weathers for lighting 
the stove or making a traditional fire. 


Dry bags - Keeps your stuff dry, need I say more? 
Woolly hats and gloves 


Wash Kit - A compact kit with toothbrush and paste. I don't fancy 
self-extracting a tooth! 


Low light torch - With four colours of light to select from. It is great 
for keeping yourself concealed and not damaging your sensitive night 
vision when you use it. Who knows what is going to be hunting you 
down at night? 


Clothes - Quick dry trousers, essential in any weather. Layers of 
technical clothes, the best way to stay warm. Hiking socks are a no- 
brainer for comfort. 


Water - As well as bringing as much as you can carry, NHS guidelines 
are for 1.2 litres per day to keep dehydration at bay. My four litres won’t 
last long. 


Sleeping bag - Compact, lightweight and for use in three seasons. It 
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should cope with what the English weather can throw at me as long as 
I have shelter. 


Tent - Small and portable, weighing just over 2kg, it gives options for 
where I can head go. 


Paracords - With boundless uses in survival situations and lightweight, 
it is a must. 


Emergency Kit - Contains 21 items to help you survive, including a 
fishing line and hook, tinder and a knife, all wrapped in woven 
paracord. 


Passport - In an emergency I am sure the rules would be relaxed, but 
when it all settles down, if it ever does, then it would make resettling 
so much easier. If there is anything left. 


Cash & Gold Coins - When the world comes down around your 
shoulders the cash will be of use, but only in the short term. If the 
brown stuff really hits the fan, jewellery, precious stones and metals 
will hold bartering value. Gold is easy for anyone to recognise its value. 
Gold will always be in demand, even when states fail. 


Hammer - It is heavy, but has many uses. A weapon. Building a shelter 
or to break into an abandoned supermarket to restock. 


Paracetamol - Access to doctors may be limited. Pain could be a new 
feature of life. Whether it is a muscle strain from walking, a headache 
or problems with your teeth, you will be glad of bringing plenty of 
these lightweight tablets with you. 


Food - Dense, dry ingredients are best. Even better are those that don't 
need water to be edible. Tinned goods are next because they will last 
so long. It has been shown they could last long after their official 
expiration date, but they are heavy and too many will weigh you down. 
Chocolate and sugar-dense sweets are great too, but only if you are 
taking care of your teeth. 


Nails - I am bringing a hammer so why not long nails too? Gives 
options for building shelters. 
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Hand sanitiser - It won't last long, but used sparingly it will help stave 
off stomach bugs. Plus it is flammable. 


Batteries - The torch is useless without them and can help start a fire 
if needed. Consider candles, but only to be used when inside a fixed 
shelter, not a tent! 


Emergency Blankets - Only single use, but can keep you warm if you 
fall into a river. Will give you a chance to recover. 


Alcohol - Full of calories and a treat to keep you warm at night. 


Vitamins - If food is scarce, these will be a handy top up. Lightweight 
too. Empty out the paracetamol from their packets and pile them in 
the vitamin bottle to save space. 


Antihistamines - If you suffer from hay fever then these are essential, 
but also useful for bee stings and most things that go bump in the 
night. They won't save your life, but if you are going to be living 
outdoors for the next few months, they could make it a lot more 
bearable. 


Wind-up Radio - Some come with solar panels. Mine also has USB 
charger and a powerful emergency light. Keep on top of the latest 
details of the emergency. 


Compass - Even without a proper map you can travel in a vague 
direction to keep yourself on a course. Overlooked first time around, 
but invaluable. 


Camping mattress - It may seem trivial, but not when you are lying 
on the cold hard ground trying to sleep with one eye open. 


There is no way this can volume of equipment can be collected up 
in ten minutes. With another ten maybe you will have a chance, but 
like me you will forget something important. I am going to pack my 
bag and leave it that way. You never know when it could save yout life! 
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Excluded - A Short 


2 Miles Outside the Inner Exclusion Zone 


It is busier than usual, but it is not a usual day. Tomorrow is New 
Year's Eve and everyone has to look their best for the parties. The first 
five minutes anyway. 

I hate waiting but I need to slow my breath. There are one, two, 
three, four, five people in front of me, gathered around the seats 
waiting for one of the three tall leather chairs to be ready. 

I won't be partying late into the night, even if 1 had somewhere to 
go. Tomorrow will be even busier, more men waiting to have their hair 
cut and spiked into a style they think will be the most likely to attract a 
mate. Not me. I will be getting an early night. I start a new job on the 
second. I start a new life. 

Everyone is chatting. There is an excitement in the air for the 
celebrations. I avoid the stares, the questioning glances. I don't want 
to answer the projected questions. Instead, I grab the local paper and 
check the date. Two days ago. A weekly rag. It won't have anything 
about what I saw last night. 

I look through the tall windows, or try too. The bluster has steamed 
up the glass and all I can see is the moisture collecting in lines and 
running down to the floor. I check my phone, looking through the 
shattered screen and remember it is top of my list to replace when I 
get my first real pay cheque. 

I look up from squinting at the dull, unlit image, the silhouettes of 
words I can't make out in enough definition to be of use. I can't tell if 
it is the fence I saw last night, or something else completely. It could 
be somewhere on another continent. 

I look up again, realising what I have seen. A guy in shorts and t- 
shirt striding in. I want to scream it is nearly January, but I don't. 
Instead I watch as he bumps shoulders with the barber, then jumps 
onto the counter shouting and laughing about something no one else 
in the room understands. 

I look around the room, my gaze casual so I don't risk meeting 
their eyes. They think he is a prick too. I am not being unreasonable. 
Right? 

He dominates the room with his chatter, football talk resonating, 
others joining in. Their faces relaxing, only mine staying fixed in the 
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scowl. Maybe I was wrong. Maybe I am alone in my thoughts. 

Now they are all talking, but none of what they are saying has any 
meaning. No one has mentioned the fence which went up last night. 
No one has mentioned the soldiers gathered around the entrances, 
speeding through the lanes in Land Rovers, rifles over their shoulders. 

No one has mentioned the people who have gone missing. 
Everyone else I have spoken to knows someone who knows someone 
who has not been in touch in the last few days. Everyone knows 
someone who has heard the stories. Rumours of course. 

Not these guys, it would seem. Or they have just chosen to ignore 
it. To be ignorant. 

I want to get up, get out of the seat. I want to raise my voice and 
ask if anyone else saw the fence around half the neighbouring village. 
If anyone knows where the people living there have gone. If anyone 
knows why there is nothing on the news. 

But I don't. Instead I sit and tune out their chatter, watch the drips 
race each other down the glass wondering what terrible thing lies the 
other side of the fence. Wondering what happens if it gets out. 

The rumble of chatter stops as ears listen, scissors stop sliding 
together as faces turn, eyes flicking around the room as we wait to hear 
the sound again. As we wait for confirmation we didn’t miss-hear. 

Another manic scream rattles the glass, they are up on their feet, 
blind to what is the other side of the misted windows. The door opens, 
chill air rushing in as they stream outside. 

I am the only one not standing. I am the only one not squeezing 
through the doorway, the only one not adding to their fearful calls. The 
only one searching for the back exit as my pulse barely rises. 
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The biggest room in the world is the room for improvement. 
Helmut Schmidt 
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Trying to light the tinder [RS 


a ~ ; . . : 


Starting a Fire 


An Essential for Survival 
Water, Warmth & Food. 


The key ingredients to successful survival are clean drinking water, 
protection from the elements and the ability to cook food you catch. 
For each of these you are going to need a good fire. 

Fire can clean dirty water, keeps you warm, cooks your food and is 
a great moral booster. To survive in most emergency situations outside 
of your home, you must make sure the ability to make fire is contained 
within any Bug Out Bag. 


How do you start a fire? 


You need all three elements of the fire triangle. You have oxygen 
in abundance, so you only need to consider heat and fuel. 


Fuel: Why not just use wood and a bit of rolled up newspaper I hear 
you say? The idea is sound in theory, but in practice wood is heavy and 
you don’t want to use all your energy and slow your escape by carrying 
logs around. With luck, fuel might be available where you intend to 
camp. Either wood in the country or in an urban environment you 
might find cardboard. Newspaper on the other hand burns very 
quickly and it great to help get a fire established, but it easily ruins if it 
gets damp. 


Heat: A lighter. That is a good idea. Or is it? Lighters need fuel and 
they are no good in the wet. Similar with matches. 


What alternatives can you carry in the Bug Out Bag? 


To start a fire, you need two types of fuel. A lightweight material 
which burns quickly, but catches alight with ease, and a slower burning 
material which can establish the heat, but often is mote difficult to 
catch. In a non-emergency scenario, such as camping, a liquid fuel is 
both easy to light and will provide a hot flame. The flame is only 
localised enough to boil a kettle of water, i.e. in a camping stove like 
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the Trangia. 

When you want a full blown fire, you will need tinder and heavy 
logs. Ideally you would have a few different types of tinder. Fast and 
slower burning, so once you have got a flame, it won't burn through 
the material quicker than you can get your main fuel to catch and get 
the fire roaring for the long night. 

In my Bag I recently added a resinated block of wood (Tinder-on- 
a-Rope) bought from an online store. It is waterproof and you simply 
use a knife to shave it to create tinder. Or that is what the label says! 
Yes, the block of wood has a label. Yes, I bought a block of wood from 
Amazon, telling myself it was special wood and well worth the price! 

Now to the heat. A flint and steel does the job every time. You can 
use it to light your camping stove with a liquid fuel and is great as a 
source of ignition in many survival situations. It is lightweight, works 
when wet and it will never run out. 

So gather up some dried wood, put the knife, tinder block and the 
flint and steel together and you have got everything you need. Right? 

I have never actually done this before, so one sunny afternoon I 
thought I would put it to the test. 

It didn't work. 

The thousand degree sparks kept coming, but there was never any 
danger the wooden shards would catch. It soon became obvious I 
needed something which would catch much quicker. Just at the time I 
was scratching my head, out walks my fourteen year old daughter into 
the garden where I sat frustrated around the flame-free fire pit. 

“Tn Girl Guides we used cotton wool,” she said and walked back 
away from my huddle which was warmed only by the sun pouring 
down. 

Okay, I thought. Couldn't hurt to try. I live in a house with three 
woman so we must have cotton wool somewhere. 

Five minutes later I return outside with a massive bundle of the 
stuff in my hands, ready and kind of hoping this wasn't going to work. 
I pinched a ball from the end, carefully placing it on top of the resin 
soaked tinder. 

Strike one. It didn't catch and I felt a certain feeling of victory in 
my stomach. 

Strike two. Still nothing, but now I felt the victory turning to 
frustration. If this wasn't going to work then what would? 

Strike three. Nothing. 
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But wait, the edge of cotton wool went black, then within a breath 
a flame sprung to life, soon catching on my wood from Amazon. I had 
a flame and if this was a real situation, I had time to add the main fuel. 
I had time to get a proper warming, water-boiling, meat-cooking fire 
going! 

I was impressed. As was my daughter too, who I caught watching 
out of her bedroom window, looking at me with a smile bright on my 
lips. 

I nodded. Yes, I gave her the victory and shouted a well done as 
she disappeared back out of view. 

So there it is. Lessons learnt. 


Lesson One. A pinch of cotton wool in a baggy, maybe two for 
good measure, is a great edition to the Bug Out Bag. 


Lesson Two. Test your kit. Know how it works, then modify and 
overcome the challenges when you are comfy at home so it will work 
if you every really need to rely on it. 


And maybe there is a third in there somewhere...talk to your kids. 
Listen to what they say! Take pride when they are right and know more 
about a subject than you! 


Other Ways to Start Fires 


Since the test I have been educated in a few more ways to either 
get the fire lit, or aid in getting it started. 


° Tea Light - For lighting wet wood and to dry the tinder out. 
The candle is also a great alternative to the alcohol tabs for 
getting the wood to burn. 


* Wire Wool and 9V Battery - Putting a small amount of wire 
wool across the contacts of a 9v battery, the rectangular ones, 
will quickly heat the wire enough to catch on the cotton wool 
or other quick-burning tinder. 
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Unnatural - A Short 


He watched their movement without the soundtrack, their eyes 
closed to the shouted snippets of tunes he all but recognised. At the 
edge of the dance floor he stood, a long-drained glass in his hand, the 
wallet in his pocket almost the same. Still, he had enough to get a 
headset lit by colour either side, enough to put down to join the masses 
in the darkness. He chose not to. He chose not to shut out the 
atmosphere surrounding, chose not to listen only to what came to their 
eats. He stood at the side-line thinking because thinking was what he 
did best. 

Or so he thought. 

He watched something he knew he didn't want to join in with, left 
only to wonder why. Instead, without turning his head, he listened to 
the conversation to his left. To someone else's friends pouring their 
hearts out. Telling each other why they were the best. Why they were 
the ones who could sort out their problem with a woman called Janice, 
or Jan, to the chorus of whoops naked of the guiding baseline. 

His eyes flicked to the right, to the corner of the room and the fire 
exit he knew should not have been letting in the cold dark night unless 
the bells were ringing. His attention drew back to the conversation, 
guilt returning as he listened to information they should not be 
broadcasting, his breath pausing as he caught a word. Isolated. Without 
context. 

Unnatural. 

The conversation drifted out of his mind, a sudden blurted snippet 
of a song he had not heard for such a time he had been thankful. Then 
to someone tall, wide-shouldered, un-assailed by alcohol. Someone 
who should have been responsible. Someone who should have known 
better than to push back, to take in what stumbled through the fire 
door with their mouth dripping dark with liquid, their expression much 
like those who paid no attention to anything but the music pouring 
through their ears and to what hung beyond arms reach. 

The glass slipped from his hand but only he heard it shatter at his 
feet. Only he felt the crunch under his shoe as he took a step, leaning 
forward, eyes squinting between the bodies swaying their heads from 
side to side, light shining at their ears. He looked to their dance which 
was like no other. Hands raised. Arms grabbing. Holding close like a 
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slow romantic song speeding to a rate which made little sense. He 
watched their bodies twist and turn as they ducked in and out of view. 
Huffed air pulled in and out by a renewed wave of whoops and hollers 
from the crowd. The joy of those oblivious to the exchange couldn't 
mask the scream of a man who hadn't called out that way before. 
Hadn't reacted to such pain in all his life. His body flinching, falling to 
a heap as his calls went unanswered. 

He looked around to the friends who had re-joined the bouncing 
masses. He looked for the TV cameras filming his reaction, hidden in 
each corner ready to capture the moment panic struck. He couldn't 
make out the glass of the lens, the black nothingness beyond. He 
looked for others who had heard the call, who had seen the bouncer 
fall to the ground, but there was no one else. All others in the room 
were silent for the feet slapping to the ground with disorganised 
rhythm. 

They were good. The setup must have taken time. His admiration 
for his friends grew. The attention to detail for the prank warming his 
heart even more as he lost count of the costumed actors streaming 
through the doorway with the empty-headed stares and_ their 
quickening pace as they sought targets. 

It took the third, or maybe it was the fourth headset to fall to the 
floor. The screams joining to a chorus before people took note. Before 
they pulled down the cans at their ears, heads titling to the side, eyes 
widening with pain. Before the screams reverberated and legs ran in 
the opposite direction, stopping, pausing when they saw the same 
expressionless crowd heading from the way they wanted to run. 

His admiration grew as he looked from eye to eye, saw fear on their 
addled faces curled in confusion as he held his chest against the 
laughter pouring from his mouth. His admiration grew as he took a 
step back, bumping against the wall as people ran left and right. 
Movement caught him by surprise, but still he smiled. The laughter 
without control even when the stale stench of sewerage wafted across 
his face. Even when the dark figure bared down, intense pain radiating 
from his neck. 
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The clock ticked on but the fridge kept silent, the television dark. 

My phone bars loomed grey as the cold crept in, the radiators 
keeping warmth hidden. 

I should clear the doorway, run & tell, but would she be here on 
my return, her life seeping into the bed already sodden red? 
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Wolfyok Outdoor Camp Stove with 
the MSR Alpine Stowaway Pot 


Cooking for Survival 


Testing the Camping Stoves 


During years of hiking and camping I have used the Trangia 
Camping Stove together with methylated spirits for all my cooking 
needs. When putting together the Bug Out Bag I assumed the Trangia 
would be an essential addition. However, I always knew its key fault 
would be the reliance on a supply of liquid fuel. 

The fuel is heavy and it would be difficult to source refills in an 
emergency situation. I set about looking at a multi-fuel stove 
alternative. 

With research, I opted to test the Wolfyok Outdoor Camp Stove 
with the MSR Alpine Stowaway Pot. There are many similar multifuel 
stoves available for a range of prices. 

The Wolfyok Outdoor Camp Stove can be used with either solid 
alcohol fuel tablets, wood, or anything combustible. You simply stack 
the stainless steel components in different configurations in order to 
use the different fuels. 


The Test 


With a concrete slab placed on my decking, I set up the two stoves 
side by side and put them through their paces. 


But first a chance to learn from my stupidity! 


Before I dive into the results I want to issue a warning. Using the 
alcohol dish I thought it would be a great idea to put both stoves to 
the test using liquid fuel. I poured the spirits into the metal dish, lit it 
with one strike of the flint and steel and only then thought about how 
I could put out the flame once I had finished. 

The Trangia comes with a cap which you drop on top of the burner 
when you are done. It is very safe and lets you save the unburnt fuel 
for next time. This is not so for the Wolfyok. 

Why is this you askp 

I soon found out it was because it is not intended for use with 
liquid fuel. Once I had compared the speed of boiling water on the 
same fuel, (both comparing well, the Wolfyok only being a minute 
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behind the Trangia), I decided it would be a great idea to drop a small 
lump of wood on top of the alcohol dish to extinguish the flame, thus 
improvising the Trangia's cap. 

Looking back I know it was a dumb thing to do. At the time it 
seemed reasonable until the dish toppled, spilling the meths all over 
the cooker and the concrete slab (I was thankful for my forethought 
on that one!) I had to leave the near invisible flame to burnt itself out, 
which it did in less than thirty seconds. Phew. I won't be doing that 
again. Needless to say I am not including that test in the results below! 

So now down to the results, split by what I consider are the key 
aspects of performance in the context of an emergency Bug Out Bag. 


Portability 
We all want a light Bug Out Bag. 


Much like the Trangia, all the components of the Wolfyok can be 
folded down to fit snuggly inside the MSR Alpine Stowaway 775ml 
pot, along with a single 80g pack of solidified alcohol tablets. The 
Trangia with no fuel is heavier by 100 grams and larger when packed 
down, taking up valuable space in the Bag. 


Winner — Wolfyok 


Cost 
Let us hope you don't need it, so spend as little as you can. 


° Wolfyok & MSR 775ml Pot- £34 / $35 
° Trangia 25 - Kettle, 2 pan and 1 Fry Pan- £54 / $96 


Prices approximate and correct on Amazon.com (§) ¢» amazon.co.uk (f) as of March 2019. 


Winner - Wolfyok 


Set Up 


Speed and hassle for unpacking, setting up and deconstructing where 
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you ate ready to move on. 


Let us call this one a tie. Both are simple to set up and deconstruct 
in no time at all. 
Winner — Tie 


Lighting 
Getting the flame burning with a flint and steel 


The Trangia is very simple to light. One or two strikes is all it 
needs. 


Wolfyok (Using Solid Alcohol Tablets) - With no luck lighting 
the alcohol with the flint and steel directly, I used lessons learnt from 
my fire test and with a pinch of cotton wool taken from the kit, it lit 
with no hassle 


Wolfyok (Using with Wood / Twigs) - Okay, so here is when 
the fun really started. I knew this would not be the simplest operation. 

First I gathered dried twigs and set them in the burner around a 
ball of screwed up newspaper. I added kindling from my kindling block 
and then a pinch of cotton wool. 

Strike one. Strike two. I had a flame, but it was going to take a bit 
more patience to light. So instead I put a single block of solid alcohol 
tab (half would probably have done) on top of the pile of wood and 
paper, then a pinch more cotton wool. On the first strike it lit. Boom. 
Off it went. It was very smoky at first, but after a minute or so the 
flames roared and the smoke cleared. 

Winner 
Ist - Trangia 
2nd - Wolfyok with Solid Alcohol blocks 


Time to Boil 

This test looks at how long it takes for each stove to boil the same 
quantity of water and secondly, how much fuel was used in the process, 
an important consideration if you need to carry the fuel with you. 
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Trangia - 6 mins and when finished with the flame can be easily 
extinguished for later use. Total weight of fuel to boil in the kettle - 
10g. A standard fuel bottle holds 500 grams, so could boil 50 times on 
one bottle. 


Wolfyok (Solid Alcohol Mode) - 8 minutes and having burnt 
through three tabs (12g), the water was just hot. I estimate it would 
take double the amount of tabs to boil (24g). For the same weight as 
the liquid fuel you would be able to boil water 21 times with the solid 
fuel, 


Wolfyok (Wood Burning Mode) - With only one alcohol tab 
required (4g) and probably able to get away with 2g, the rest of the fuel 
would need to be scavenged. Time to boil was 7 minutes. If you wanted 
to put the fire out before it burnt out by itself, you would need to use 
water, which if you were not next to a plentiful source, it could cost 
you dear. For the same weight of fuel you would get 250 uses. 


Winner 
For Speed - Trangia 
For Fuel Efficiency - Wolfyok (Wood burning mode) 


Summary 


° Portability - Wolfyok 

° Cost - Wolfyok 

° Setup - Tie 

° Lighting - Trangia 

¢ Time to Boil - Trangia 

° Fuel Efficiency - Wolfyok 


The Results 


In a survival situation the Wolfyok is the clear winner. 

It is lighter, smaller, consumes less imported fuel and can be used 
without any need for fuel which can be scavenged if needed. This 
means your pack will either be lighter so you can travel further, run 
away faster or use less energy, or have more space for other important 
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items. Plus it is considerably less expensive and you won't feel quite so 
bad at leaving it inside your Bug Out Bag, hopefully never having to 
use it. 

The Trangia, although it is easier to use and is great for camping 
and convenience, is out of the Bug Out Bag and the Wolfyok with 
MSR pot is in! 
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I checked my watch. 

The date right, the holidays ended as they should, but the train 
stood empty, no passengers crammed in. No driver called for the 
closing doors. 

Is the blood smeared across the floor a clue? Are the distant 
screams a sign I should pay attention to? 
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Bartering for your Life 


Let us take a look at another key part of the kit. What you should pack 
for bartering. 


Why do you need to prepare to trade? 


Can you predict the future? No. Nor can I. In an emergency 
situation I want to be light and agile which means I cannot carry 
everything for every possibility in the bag. Let us face the fact you 
cannot know exactly what you are going to need in a world where 
currency may no longer have value. The new currency will be whatever 
other people, often desperate, need to survive or make their life more 
comfortable. 

Everything in the Bag has value in a survival situation. That is why 
it is in there. However I am talking about including items in the Bug 
Out Bag specifically for the purpose of trading. You would need to 
think long and hard before trading something in the Bag you have 
spent time and effect selecting! 

I originally thought of carrying gold in small denominations, but 
after discussion I came to the conclusion that spending £1,000 / 
$1,300 on gold coins was a waste of money when there are many low 
value items with great utility which would be of more value if people 
were stripped back to their barest needs. 


What gives value in a survival / emergency situation? 


Demand! When considering how valuable items would be in a 
survival situation you should identify those items which fulfil the needs 
of people in the same situation. The most valuable items provide the 
basic needs of life such as water, fuel, first aid. After those needs have 
been satisfied it would be anything else which would make life easier 
ot more comfortable. However, it is not all about the value. 

You have to consider many other factors as you make preparations 
for a situation we hope never happens. 


Weight & Size — You have got to carry it on your back and you are 
already carrying a lot. The lighter the better and the more of the item 
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you can carry. 
Utility - If you are not trading it, can it be used for something else? 
Fragility - Will it survive the journey? There is no point taking eggs! 


Abundance in an emergency - How easy would the item be to get in 
a survival situation? The less abundant in a crisis, the higher the value. 


Abundance before it all goes wrong - How easy is it to get the item 
ahead of a survival situation, including its cost? 


Where do we start? 


Below is a shortlist of all the types of items which will become 
valuable in a survival situation. 


¢ Water / Food 

* Alcohol / Chocolate / Cigarettes 

* Cooking Equipment 

* Toilet Paper / Feminine Hygiene / Soap / Nappies 
° Weapons 

* Paracord / Compass 

* Dressings / Pain Killers / First Aid / Medication / Vitamins 
* Matches / Fire Steel / Cotton Wool / Kindling 

* Hand Tools 

* Toothpaste / Toothbrushes 

* Playing Cards / Dice 

* Salt 

* Batteries 

* Pencils / Paper 

* Books 

* Seeds 


I have picked out key items, mainly those which are light and 
feasible to carry around, for discussion in more detail. Each item is 
scored from 0 to 5 against the criteria, with 5 the highest score. I add 
the scores together and the item with the highest score will be the 
winner. 
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Gold 


Demand - Everyone wants gold, right? Maybe not when the 
world has gone to the wall (2) 

Weight & Size - 28 grams and coins are very small (5) 
Utility (0) 

Fragility - It's metal! (5) 

Sutvival Abundance - The banks won't have their doors 
locked, but still (3) 

Abundance Now - Easy to buy, but pricey - $1,300 / £1,000 
for 28 grams (2) 


Score 17 / 30 


Razor Blades 


Demand - With many uses, it achieves a high score (4) 
Weight & Size - 180 grams for 100 (5) 

Utility - Many uses (5) 

Fragility - Keep them dry and they should be okay (4) 
Survival Abundance - Depends if you are the first to break 
into the DIY store (2) 

Abundance Now - They are everywhere. £10 for a hundred 


(5) 


Score 25 / 30 


Water Purification Straw 


Demand - Purifies 3,000 litres of clean water from any 
source! (5) 

Weight & Size - 58 grams, but it is 9 inches long. You won't 
be able to carry many (3) 

Utility - Only has one use, but it is a good one (5) 

Fragility - It is plastic, so a midway score (3) 
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° Survival Abundance - Can only get them from an online or 
camping store, so would be near impossible when the internet 
or your luck is down. That is good for the value (5) 

¢ Abundance Now - The internet is everywhere, only marked 
down for its £18 price tag (3) 


Score 24 / 30 


I discuss obtaining safe drinking water in more detail later. 


Antibiotics 


° Demand - High. They will save lives (5) 

° Weight & Size - Minimal (6) 

° Utility - Only one, but you might need them too. It is not a 
perfect score because there are so many different types to 
ficht different groups of bacteria (4) 

¢ Fragility - You are going to have to look after them. Keep 
them safe and dry. They have an expiry date (3) 


¢ Survival Abundance - There is a chemist / pharmacy in 
every town so at first they will be reasonably easy to get hold 
of (3) 

¢ Abundance Now - Prescription only in the UK, so difficult 
(1) 


Score 21 / 30 


Chocolate 


° Demand - Who can resist? (3) 

° Weight & Size - Okay, but not as light as the blades (4) 

° Utility - You can eat it so many different ways, but... (1) 

° Fragility - Smack it around, crush it, get it a little wet and it is 
still chocolate. Get it hot and it is ruining the rest of your kit 
3) 

° Survival Abundance — There is a store on every corner, still 
going to be easy to find in an urban environment, at first (2) 
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¢ Abundance Now - Just add it to your weekly shop (5) 


Score 18 / 30 


Toilet Paper 


° Demand - Only ultra-soft will do! (1) 

° Weight & Size - Lightweight, but even when you take out 
the tube, it is bulky (2) 

¢ Utility - Help start fires, write notes you are not too bothered 
about keeping... (2) 

¢ Fragility - You can throw it around in your pack, but don't 
get it wet (2) 

° Survival Abundance - Once the local store is out, that is it 
2) 


¢ Abundance Now - Local store is full to the rafters (5) 


Score 14 / 30 


Pain Killers / Vitamins 


° Demand - With a lack of food or water, these suckers will 
make life a lot easier and keep those Middle Age conditions at 
bay (4) 


° Weight & Size - Minimal (6) 

° Utility - Only one use (1) 

¢ Fragility - Retained in their packaging they should keep safe 
from water and the shelf life is pretty long (4) 

° Survival Abundance — Who is keeping the shop open when 
the lights go out? (3) 

¢ Abundance Now - Easy pickings, although the cost of 
vitamins is not to be sniffed at (4) 


Score 21 / 30 
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Batteries 


Demand — High (4) 

Weight & Size - 10 AA batteries = 250 grams & the box is 
bulky too (2) 

Utility - So many things to power. Add in a bit of wire wool 
and you have yourself a fire (5) 

Fragility - Keep them dry and you should be fine (4) 
Survival Abundance - Rare as rocking horse poop (2) 
Abundance Now - 30p per battery (5) 


Score 22 / 30 


Salt 


Handy in those little salt satchels you get in fast food restaurants 


Demand - Medium. Water first, then food, then shelter, then 
tasty food? (2) 

Weight & Size - Minimal (5) 

Utility - Preserve food. Keep the slugs away from where you 
sleep (2) 

Fragility - Can take the knocks, but it has to stay dry (2) 
Survival Abundance - Like most things, they will be around 
in the first few days (2) 

Abundance Now - Buy in bulk or get a decent pile for free. 
Start collecting now! (5) 


Score 18 / 30 


Summary 


Razor Blades — 25 

Water Purification Straw — 24 
Batteries — 22 

Pain Killers / Vitamins — 21 
Antibiotics — 21 
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* Chocolate — 18 

© Salt—18 

* Gold—17 

* Toilet Paper — 14 


The Results 


Razor blades are the winner with the Water Purification Straw 
coming a close second. There are many other great items which score 
high, so there are lots to choose from. Maybe the lesson here is to bring 
a range. Different items will have different values to different people 
and you never know, to yourself too! 
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ron 


I watched her stumble along the road. 

Not her first from the stains down the short dress, the party 
longer than the midnight fireworks. 

Soldiers arrived and took her away. 

Please don't let it be long before they come back to deal with the 
crowd growing in her wake. 
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Alone on a Cold Night 


Defend Yourself. Defend your Belongings. 


It is a cold night and you are all alone. You wake to the sound of a 
noise alien to your ears. Why are footsteps rustling leaves in your 
bedroom? 

You soon remember you are not in your house. Below you is not 
the comfy bed calling you back to a slumber. Instead the ground is 
hard, the air cold on your face. The noise comes again and you realise 
you are in a forest somewhere, the ache in your legs reminding you of 
the long journey from danger and your travel in a vague direction 
without a compass. The wind confirms the thin layer of canvass 
between you and whatever is making those footfalls. Whatever is 
cracking those twigs. 

You reach to your side, pulling your hand from out of your 
sleeping bag and into your pack. Your fingers twitch around the 
contents, searching out the reassuring touch of what? 

Your heart rate spikes, adrenaline courses as you try to remember 
what you packed in your Bug Out Bag for just this scenario... 


The Criteria 


As with everything in the Bag, it needs to be light and portable and 
worth the space it takes up. Anything that is multi-purpose has a 
significant advantage. Of course it needs to work well as a weapon. I 
am talking self-defence here, but as I am considering every reason you 
might need the contents of the Bag, I also consider the weapon’s ability 
to put down a zombie! 

I am based in the UK, so I will say this right from the start. We 
cannot get guns legally. Cannot carry them. Cannot have them at 
home, so I have left them out of this review. However, if I lived in the 
US or somewhere where I could carry a gun in the kit, then of course 
it would be straight in there, along with lots of ammunition. 

Here is the shortlist broken down into items commonly found in 
the house and those you would need to procure separately. 
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Domestic Items 


Claw Hammer 

Crow Bar 

Handheld Mattock 
Hatchet 

Screwdriver 

Pliers 

Gas Powered Nail Gun 
Chainsaw 

Baseball Bat 

Wit / Charisma 

Pool Cue / Pool Balls in a sock 
Adjustable Wrench 
Hunting Knife 


Weapons 


Cross Bow 

Tomahawk 

Katana 

Knuckle Dusters 
Shuriken / Throwing Star 
Caltrops, made from nails 


I have picked out key items for discussion in more detail below. 


Each item is scored from 0 to 5 against the following criteria, with 5 
being highest score. 


Weight - The lighter the better, I am sure you will agreed. 
Lethality - For striking through the skulls of the undead. 
Threat Factor - For putting off fellow survivors who might 
want to take your stuff. 

Utility - What else could it be used for? The more uses the 
better. 

Maintenance - Does it need to be maintained or take any 
fuel to keep working? 

Accessibility - How easy is it to get hold of for the Bag? 
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Claw Hammer 
This is the current weapon in the Bug Out Bag and I will use it as a 
reference. Can I do better? 


: Weight - 850 grams (3) 

¢ Lethality - A blunt weapon one end and a penetrating claw 
the other (4) 

° Threat Factor - You have to get close to use it, but it looks 
like it is going to hurt (4) 

° Utility - Bring nails and it expands the possibilities (3) 

* Maintenance - Polish it if you want, but there is nothing you 
need to do to make sure it can bring the pain (5) 

¢ Accessibility - You should already have one, unless you 
always get a man in! (5) 


Score 24 / 30 


Multi-Axe 

Whilst researching axes and hatchets to review I came across an axe, a 
hammer, nail puller and a pry bar combined! The reviews indicates the 
axe arrives dull, but it is very easy to sharpen, which is great on one 
hand, but shows it wouldn't be as good as a fully-fledged axe. 


° Weight - 1,000 grams (2) 

¢ Lethality - Even a blunt axe will do a lot of damage (4) 

¢ Threat Factor - Not as striking as some of the other 
weapons, but like the hammer, it looks like it is going to hurt 
(4) 

¢ Utility - It is a four in one tool, each role being a 
compromise over the dedicated tool, but for a third of the 
weight (5) 

° Maintenance - It is going to need regular sharpening, which 
means you are going to need something to regularly sharpen 
it with (4) 

* Accessibility - Very inexpensive from the online store (5) 
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Score 24 / 30 


Handheld Mattock 
The micro mattock in my shed is cutter mattock, but I have also found 
a pick version which is more appropriate. 


° Weight - 700 grams (4) 

* Lethality - Easier to swing and with a sharp point on the 
end, it is going to hurt (5) 

¢ Threat Factor - It is sharp and pointy (4) 

° Utility - Dig stuff up. Knock stuff down (4) 

° Maintenance - Nothing needed other than cleaning off the 
muck (5) 

* Accessibility - If you have not already got one then you 
soon could have (4) 


Score 26 / 30 


Gas Powered Nail Gun 


° Weight - At nearly 5 kilos, it is going to have to be worth it! 
(1) 

° Lethality - With a little modification it will fire the nails 
before your assailant gets in reach, but I doubt it would stop 
anything which didn't have feelings (2) 

° Threat Factor - Looks like it will be painful (4) 

° Utility - Great for building a shelter and quick! (5) 

° Maintenance - You are going to need a supply of nails and 
gas canisters (1) 

* Accessibility - Easy to buy, but it is going to cost you (2) 


Score 15 / 30 
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Wit / Charisma 


¢ Weight - You have either got it or you haven't. If you have it 
has no weight (5) 

¢ Lethality - You are not going to charm the undead, but you 
just might convince fellow survivors you are not a threat or 
worth bothering with (1) 

° Threat Factor - It is the opposite. With the gift of the gab, 
you might get away with it (2) 

¢ Utility - If you are any good then maybe you can convince 
others to give you the things you need (3) 

* Maintenance - Keep it fed and watered and it might keep 
you safe for a while (4) 

* Accessibility - You either have it or you don't. Most don't! 


(2) 


Score 17 / 30 


Baseball Bat 
° Weight - It is heavy and cumbersome, you will either have to 
carry it or strap it to your pack (2) 
: Lethality - It is blunt so unless you are super strong, you will 
have to swing again and again (3) 
¢ Threat Factor - I wouldn't want it swinging in my direction 
(4) 


° Utility - You could always get a ball? (2) 

° Maintenance - None required (5) 

¢ Accessibility - Any sports shop will do, and there is always 
the internet (5) 


Score 21 / 30 


Hunting Knife 


° Weight - I have got it in the Bag already, so there is no added 
weight (5) 
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¢ Lethality - Get close enough and jab it in the right place and 
it is going to do the job (4) 

¢* Threat Factor - No one wants holes where they weren't 
before (4) 

° Utility - It is already in the pack for so many reasons (5) 

° Maintenance - Keep it sharp and it should serve you well (4) 

* Accessibility - Although illegal to carry in the street, they are 
easy to get hold of from the internet (5) 


Score 27 / 30 


Crossbow 


°* Weight - Heavy at 2 kgs and it won't fit in your pack (1) 

¢ Lethality - A single shot can take many things down without 
getting close (5) 

¢ Threat Factor - I am scared already just thinking about it (5) 

* Utility - Great for hunting, but not much else (2) 

* Maintenance - With moving parts and with a need for a 
supply bolts, it is a low score (1) 

* Accessibility - Expensive, but easy to buy online (2) 


Score 16 / 30 


Knuckle Dusters 


° Weight - With negligible weight it is a good score (5) 

¢ Lethality - You are going to have to get up close and hit hard 
over and over (2) 

¢ Threat Factor - Difficult to see, you could easily pass this by 
(1) 

* Utility- Um? (1) 

* Maintenance- Nothing needed to keep it going (5) 

* <Accessibility- Illegal in the UK, but can be bought online (3) 


Score 17 / 30 
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Summaty 


¢ Hunting Knife — 27 

¢ Handheld Mattock — 26 
¢ Claw Hammer — 24 

¢ Multi-Axe — 24 

* Baseball Bat — 21 

* Wit / Charisma — 17 

* Knuckle Dusters — 17 

* Crossbow — 16 

¢ Gas Nail Gun—15 


The Results 


I wanted the crossbow to come out well, but its cost, weight and 
the maintenance required has dragged the score right down. The 
outright winner is the hunting knife, which is already in the pack. I 
don't like the close contact it would require. I will be adding the 
handheld mattock / pick to the Bag. With a big swing it will deal with 
most 'things' that will come out you out in the wilderness, plus I have 
shaved a bit of weight off by replacing the hammer! 


Scavenging Opportunities 


As you travel with the Bug Out Bag it is worth keeping your eye 
out for opportunities to gain further weaponry you have not packed. 


° Spray Can & Lighter - Both items are common in most 
homes and will give you a low-power flame thrower! Light this 
baby up and you have got a ranged weapon I certainly would 
think twice about coming near. Just hope it doesn't explode in 
your hand. 


* Wooden Spears - Use the knife to sharpen long straight 
lengths of wood. Collect a few and work on them in your rest 
time and it is another ranged weapon. With some practice you 
might be quite formidable. 
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Do I run? 

Do I stay here and bolt the door twice? 

Do I search the house for food, nibbling only when the pain gets 
too bad? 

Do I wait for the slow, unending crowd to drift by or do I leap 
from my shelter and hope I am luckier than those who tried to outrun 
before? 
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Water, Water Everywhere 
But it might kill you! 


When I started researching this subject I thought I knew everything 
I was going discuss and I would just be topping up my knowledge. 

I was wrong. 

My research revealed many surprises which could have left me in 
serious trouble if I hadn't prepared properly. I have never been more 
thankful to the water utility provider I have always taken for granted! 

In the UK we are very lucky to have some of the cleanest water in 
world delivered to our sinks and toilets with just a turn of a wheel. We 
take no time to think of the process, the treatment and the effort which 
goes into making sure we don't get sick every time we take a sip. 

Out in the wild you need to think about what is in the water which 
could make you very, very ill. It will be a time you have to be at the 
peak of your fitness or you won't survive. 


So what is in the water? 


The majority of contamination starts and finishes with poo. Yes, 
animal faeces, plus if the wilderness gets crowded you will need to 
concern ourselves with a growing problem of human faeces as well. In 
a disaster scenario, the first priority is to get safe, the second priority is 
to stop people from dying by giving them access to clean water and 
effective sanitation. 


Why? 

I'm no biologist, so the majority of the information in this post is 
taken either from the Centres For Disease Control and Prevention 
(CDC) website, and the product information for the LifeStraw™, 
Parasites 

Their technical name is Protozoa and we are concerned with two 
common types, Cryptosporidium and Giardia Intestinalis. These 


organisms can cause nasty gastrointestinal illness, such as vomiting, 
cramps and diarrhoea in a healthy person, but much worse in someone 
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with a compromised immune system. 
Bacteria 


Most of us would have heard of these culprits from limited 
outbreaks which make the news. Campylobacter, Salmonella, Shigella 
and E Coli. If you have ever had food poisoning then you will take this 
risk seriously. You will be lucky to get away with forty-eight hours of 
being unable to move ftom the toilet and the bucket, but imagine if 
you are trying to run for your life at the same time! 


Viruses 


As a sixteen year old in the welsh hills, my father was hiking with 
his friends. He needed to drink from a stream and so walked against 
the flow for a mile. Having found nothing of concern, he walked back 
to take his drink. It was only when he headed home following the same 
stream he came across a rotting sheep in the river a mile and a half 
from where he had taken his drink. 

A few hours later he was rushed to hospital and within days he was 
in a coma, diagnosed with meningitis. He survived, but suffered severe 
nerve damage along one side of his body, permanently leaving him 
with poor sensation in his extremities. He went on to live a full life and 
is still around to tell the tale. 

Enterovirus, Hepatitis A, Norovirus, Rotavirus and Meningitis 
could all be present in the water and along with giving you a real bad 
time in your stomach, the damage to your health could be much more 
serious and long term. 


What does it mean for us? 


You must treat water before you drink it. Seems obvious and it is, 
but what is not so clear is how you treat it. Before my research I 
thought the best way to treat water would be with chemicals. I had 
tried this in the past, buying tablets to dissolve in the water, but its 
taste made me keen to find a better way. 

What I found in my research was of great surprise. 

The main ways to treat water start with a pre-filter. Basically 
straining away the larger bits you can see, like plant life, bugs, dead and 
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alive and larger bits of dirt and debris. I think coffee filters will be great 
for this, or nylon clothes would do just as well. 

Pre-filtering does nothing to the nasties in the water, so I need look 
at how to neutralise what is lurking to feed off your insides. 


Rolling Boiling 


This means continuously boiling the water. CDC recommend one 
minute of boiling, other sources recommend longer. The kit for doing 
this is in the Bag, but it is not quick and uses your valuable fuel or time 
gathering wood. The water will taste much like it did before you boiled 
it. 


Filtration 


With no pre-filtering required, it is not just getting rid of what you 
can see, it also removes the nasties from the water too. Different filter 
sizes ate required to remove different contaminants, with the smallest 
being 0.3 microns. 

Quite literally this means the contaminants larger than the hole size 
won't fit through and therefore won’t be drawn into your mouth. 
Currently there is nothing in the Bag to do this. A good example of the 
water filtration system is the LifeStraw. 


Chemical Treatment / Disinfection 


There are three common types of chemical treatment. Iodine, 
Chlorine and Chlorine Dioxide. All types of treatment are relatively 
common and available as either tablets or in liquid form, with the latter 
being the result of mixing two liquids together. 

Chlorine Dioxide treatment is among the most common form of 
treatment used by municipal water authorities for the water in your 
pipes. 

Each of the different treatment methods have varying 
effectiveness against the different hazards and I have summarised the 
information below. Included is the LifeStraw Personal as a good 
example of shop-ready filtration method. 
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The following table shows the effectiveness of each of the treatment 
methods against the common contaminants found in water. 


Effectiveness of Treatment 
Pre- LifeStraw 
filtration Personal 
Hazard Symptoms : ‘ Iodine Chlorine 
a & Filtration ‘ / ble Water 
Boiling Chlorine Dioxide Filter 
a (0.2 
minute) micron) 
Vomiting, ‘ 
aay m | Amps, Met e ped None ee is Very Hig 
TYPtosp ? diarrhoea mT 2 
Protozoa - Vomiting, : - 
Giardia cramps, Very Hig! High Howere High Very Hig! 
: er : pea (1 micron) Mod " 
intestinalis diarrhoea 
Fact 
Bacteri pee Very Hig High High High Very Hi 
acteria cramps, ery Hig lo oaiorii ig! igl ery Hig’ 
diarrhoea 
Vomiting, 
cramps, 
Virus CeO | ese High None High High None* 
nerve : - 
damage, 
death 
Chemicals Limitless None None None None None 
Salt Ware (Creamy, ||| Dehydration, None** None None None None 
Brackish) death 


* LifeStraw Mission - There is a version of the LifeStraw which 
is effective against viruses and chemicals, called the LifeStraw Mission. 
It has a much larger water capacity, but is designed for use within a 
community and its price tag is over five times that of the LifeStraw 
Personal Water Filter. 


** Salt Water - None of the methods listed above provide the 
ability to make salt water drinkable. Salt water is not drinkable because 
yout kidneys are unable to make urine which has more salt than is 
present in salt water, therefore you need more water to process the salt 
content and you quickly become dehydrated. The salt must be 
removed from the water before you ingest it. 
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The Results 


The main education I take from my research is the filtration 
method, specifically the LifeStraw. It doesn't give you protection from 
viruses, but does give you a high degree of protection from the rest of 
the biological hazards. 

Where you are able, you should pre-filter, then boil the water for 
at least one minute. However, where you cannot achieve this, water 
should be collected, treated with Chlorine Dioxide tablets, then drunk 
through the LifeStraw or some other filtration device. This will give 
you a good level of protection against what might be lurking in the 
water source you stumble upon after hours of running for your life. 

The LifeStraw is going in the Bug Out Bag and I am also going to 
add a whole heap of Chlorine Dioxide tablets for when I don't have a 
chance to get the burner roaring. 
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She had never seen the stars so bright. 

Never heard the quiet of the night. 

The power dead. 

No signal. 

No care for her desperation. 

She had never felt so exposed, so lonely. 

The rushing crowd ignoring her pleas, trampling, eyes wide, 
distant, ignorant to her fears. 
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Se, 


Food, Glorious Food 


When I first raced around the house I grabbed at food I thought 


would be the greatest source of calories for the weight. Now it is time 
to see if I could have made better choices, both with what I had in the 
cupboards and what I could purchase in readiness for an emergency. 


What are the key considerations? 


Weight 

Dimension / Volume - The smaller the better so it doesn’t 
take up more space than is needed. 

Calorie Content for Weight - The higher the density of 
calories the more efficient use you make of the weight you 
carry. Kcal per 100 grams is the measure used here in the UK. 
If you use different units in your country the analysis is still as 
relevant. 

Shelf Life - The food will likely be sitting inside the Bag for 
yeats, hopefully never to be used. I don't want to keep 
replacing it, or forget and then it will be of no use in an 
emergency. 

Availability - Would you normally have the food in your 
cupboards at home or is it something you would have to buy? 


What is already in the Bag? 


Low Fast Biscuits x 6 
- 260 grams 
- 1,000 kcals 
- Six months shelf life 


Packet Cooked Rice x 6 
- 1,500 grams 
- 2,400 kcals 
- Nine months shelf life 
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° Tinned Fish x 4 
- 560 grams 
- 1,400 kcals 
- Three years shelf life 


° Tinned Beans & Sausages - 1 can 
- 476 grams 
- 475 kcals 
= Two years shelf life 


° Beef Jerky - 1 packet 
- 35 grams 
- 100 kcals 
- Two years shelf life 


Analysis 


With a total weight of just under 3kg (less than three percent of 
which is packaging) we are carrying 5,400 kcals. That is just over the 
recommended energy intake for a man for two days. There is a decent 
range of flavours in there, but the ingredients will start to go out of 
date within six months. 


So can I do better with a little research? 


I have picked out a list of contenders based on the key drivers I 
have already identified, some of which I have already got in the Bag. I 
will give each marks for each area out of 5, with 5 being the highest 
score. 


Here is what I will look at: 


* Calories per 100g - This density factor tells us how efficient 
the food is at delivering calories, no matter how much weight 
I decide to carry. 

° Packaging Weight - If you cannot find a really good use for 
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the packaging after you have eaten the food then you are 
wasting your energy carrying it on your back. 

° Dimension / Volume - Space is as important as weight. 

° Shelf Life - Hopefully you are not going to need the pack, but 
when you do you want it to be good to use whilst not having 
to update the contents every few months. 

¢ Fragility - Can it handle being packed in the bag? Can it handle 
what you might have to go through with it on your back? 


I have also looked at whether these items would normally be in 
your store cupboard. 

There are other key areas I could also consider, like nutritional 
diversity. This is what else you are getting apart from the raw energy, 
such as protein, fats, vitamins etc. For the purpose of this section, I am 
only looking at carrying enough food to last a few days. Once it is used 
up I am going to have to find another source. 


Tinned Fish 


With so many varieties, each cooked in a multitude of sauces, you have 
a lot to choose from. 


° Calories per 100g - 280 kcals (3) 

° Packaging Weight - 12% of the weight is the tin (3) 
* Dimension / Volume - Pretty compact (4) 

° Shelf Life - 3 years (4) 

° Fragility - In a tin, will take a lot of punishment (5) 
° Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 19 / 25 


Tinned Beans & Sausages 
It is an everyday staple. What is not to like? 


° Calories per 100g - 113 kcals (1) 
° Packaging Weight - 12% of the weight is the tin (3) 
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Dimension / Volume- It is in a round, awkward tin (3) 
Shelf Life - 2 years (3) 

Fragility - In a tin, will take a lot of punishment (5) 
Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 15 / 25 


Packet Rice 


A colourful, spicy range of good tasting food. 


Calories per 100g - 153 kcals (2) 

Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

Dimension / Volume - Squishes down and fills any hole you 
put it into (4) 

Shelf Life - 9 months (2) 

Fragility - In a flexible packet it should take a fair battering (5) 
Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 18 / 25 


Low Fat Biscuits 


Diet food is not the kind of thing I should have grabbed, but let us see 
how it compates. 


Calories per 100g - 380 kcals (4) 

Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

Dimension / Volume - Huge volume, very low density (1) 
Shelf Life - 6 months (1) 

Fragility - Drop your bag once or twice and you will be 
hoovering up crumbs (1) 

Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 12 / 25 
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Tinned Meat 


Spam. So good Monty Python wrote a sketch about it. Okay, maybe 
they didn't write the sketch because it was so great. It should do well 
here though. 


* Calories per 100g - 292 kcals (4) 

° Packaging Weight - 12% of the weight is the tin (3) 

* Dimension / Volume — It is a rectangular, awkward tin (4) 

° Shelf Life - 3 years (4) 

° Fragility - In a tin, will take a lot of punishment (5) 

¢ Store Cupboard Item - Not in mine, but it may be in some 
people's. 


Score 20 / 25 


Survival Biscuits - Seven Oceans Standard Emergency Ration 


Provides enough nutrition to last one person 72 hours in a survival 
situation and gives the highest possible ratio of balanced nutrition 
packed in nine separate bars in grease-proof paper. The biscuit ration 
requites no preparation and may be eaten directly from the box. It is 
protected by a water-repellent cardboard box and are issued to 
most life rafts worldwide. 


° Calories per 100g - 500 kcals (6) 

. Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

* Dimension / Volume — It is nearly the highest density of 
calories possible (5) 

° Shelf Life - 5 years (5) 

¢ Fragility - Dense blocks protected from water, these will take 
a fair bit of punishment (4) 

° Store Cupboard Item - No 


Score 24 / 25 
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Chocolate 


It gets my vote even before I take a proper look. Let us hope it gets 
the numbers and you are packing toothpaste! 


Calories per 100g - 534 kcals (6) 

Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

Dimension / Volume - Dense (5) 

Shelf Life - The packaging shows the shelf life to be around a 
year, but that is to keep it at its optimum quality. You will get 
three years out of it easily before it has to be replaced, especially 
those without extra ingredients such as nuts (4) 

Fragility - Water resistant packaging and product, it can get 
crumbled and it will still taste great, but get it too hot and you 
won't be thankful (4) 

Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 23 / 25 


Romney's Kendle Mint Cake 


Traditional survival fare, and it is a sweet hit. Not as nice as chocolate 
to eat, but does the same damage to your teeth. 


Calories per 100g - 320 kcals (4) 

Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

Dimension / Volume - Pretty compact (4) 

Shelf Life — It is flavoured sugar and will easily outlast 
anything else on this page (5) 

Fragility- Less susceptible to heat than the chocolate but it's 
going to crumble pretty easily (3) 

Store Cupboard Item - No 


Score 21 / 25 
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MRE Ration Packs (Meal Ready to Eat) 


These are military grade rations with each meal providing enough 
calories to keep a fighting force on its feet. 


Calories per 100g - 150 kcals (2) 

Packaging Weight - Small amount of packaging (4) 
Dimension / Volume - They come in a big box meant to be 
moved around in lorries with the troops as the battle line is 
forced forward. Taking them from their packaging will make it 
easier to store, but will reduce the protection (3) 

Shelf Life - 5 years (5) 

Fragility — You will have to take them out of the packaging 
(4) 

Store Cupboard Item - No 


Score 18 / 25 


Energy Bars 


With so many varieties, all ready to eat from the packet, but are they 
the right thing to be carrying? 


Calories per 100g - 280 kcals (3) 

Packaging Weight - Minimal (5) 

Dimension / Volume - Like the diet biscuits, you are going 
to need a lot of them (1) 

Shelf Life - 1 year (2) 

Fragility - Has no protection from what could happen out 
there (1) 

Store Cupboard Item - No 


Score 12 / 25 
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Preserved Meats 


There are lots of different types of preserved meats, each packing a 
decent punch of calories. There are continental cured and fermented 
meats, with most requiring no preparation to eat. Then there is hard 
dried meats such as jerky or biltong which will last the longest and are 
very dense in calories. The last major type is the hard packed brined 
meats. This preservation process involves packing it in salt to dry it out 
and the result can last several years. However it requires soaking in 
water for a little while to pull out the salt and make it edible. Not an 
option for survival. 

For this comparison I will look at the readily available cured, 
fermented and air dried meats like Salami or Chorizo, both of which 
have the same key characteristics I am interested in. 


° Calories per 100g - 330 kcals (4) 

° Packaging Weight - You can eat pretty much all of it apart 
from the little metal clips at the end (4) 

¢* Dimension / Volume - Pretty compact (4) 

° Shelf Life - 2-3 years, if stored properly in a cool and well 
ventilated location which will help it develop, otherwise it 
should be kept in the fridge. I am giving this the lowest score 
because it is not feasible to keep it in the Bag long term (1) 

° Fragility - It should take a fair battering (4) 

° Store Cupboard Item - May be in some 


Score 17 / 25 


Peanut Butter 


Jam-packed full of calories, it has the highest number out of all the 
foods I have looked at. 


° Calories per 100g - 610 kcals (6) 

° Packaging Weight - The plastic packaging is reusable and not 
as heavy as the metal tins, plus it is resealable (4) 

* Dimension / Volume - Pretty compact (4) 

° Shelf Life - Stored outside of the fridge you have only got a 
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few months to wait before you have rancid gloop (1) 

° Fragility - Plastic jars can easily be punctured, but it is 
protected from water (3) 

° Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 17 / 25 


Oats 


A staple cereal for years. 


° Calories per 100g - 362 kcals (4) 

: Packaging Weight - Minimal (4) 

° Dimension / Volume - High volume because of all the pesky 
air in nature's produce (3) 

° Shelf Life - Will last quite a few months in the cupboard, not 
sure how long stuffed in the bag (3) 

: Fragility - If left in the standard packaging it is not going to 
be a pretty sight if it gets punctured (2) 

° Store Cupboard Item - Yes 


Score 16 / 25 


Summary 


Below is a summary of the scores, starting with the best 
performing. The (S) denotes it is commonly available in the store 


cupboard. 


Survival Biscuits - 24 
Chocolate (S) - 23 
Kendle Mint Cake - 21 
Tinned Meat (S) - 20 
Tinned Fish (S) - 19 
MRE Ration Packs - 18 
Packet Rice (S) - 18 
Preserved Meats (S) - 17 


POS Oe eS 
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9, Peanut Butter (S) - 17 

10. Oats (S) - 16 

is Tinned Beans & Sausages (S) - 15 
12. Energy Bars - 12 

13. Low Fat Biscuits (S) - 12 


The Results 
And the winner is....the product designed for job! 


Even if I look at nutritional balance, the survival biscuits would 
still come out of top. They are inexpensive, not something that can be 
said about the MRE Ration Packs and they will sit in the Bag for a 
descent length of time without having to change them out. 

It is great to see some of the winners are available in the store 
cupboard, so if you don't want to splash out on specialist gear you are 
unlikely to use every day, then there are still some great choices. 


What is going in the Bag? 


With the results in I can see I didn't make too many bad choices, 
but I could have done better. Now I need to make a decision about 
what I am going to put in the Bag. I can either extend the number of 
days I can live off the contents whilst carrying the same weight, or 
make the most of the weight reduction I am getting whilst keeping the 
calorie content the same. 

This is a personal choice and one you have to make depending on 
which circumstances you are preparing your Bag for. 

I have chosen a mixed strategy. I will be cutting the weight and 
increasing the calorie count, but not drastically. 


* Oceans' Emergency Rations - With two packs, lke, I am 
just about getting the same amount of calories but for a third 
of the weight. 

* Kendal Mint Cake - For variety I am also going to add eight 
85 gram bars of sweetness for a treat adding another fifty 
percent to the calorie count with only 680 grams of weight. I 
have chosen it over the chocolate because of its shelf life. 
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This means I am packing 7,600 calories for just over half the weight 
of what I had in the Bag before. 


Is it the end of the story? 


Depending on the situation you may have time to grab what you 
have in the cupboards and carry it separately to the bag, or you may be 
able to scavenge food whilst out in the new world. At least now you 
have some idea of what you should be grabbing first. 


Food gone bad? 


Whatever your choice, any food can still go bad. I have gone for a 
low maintenance option which should mean I only need to replace the 
contents every four to five years. However, when it comes to needing 
to use the Bag you still need to use your common sense, or your nose, 
as yout guide. If it smells or tastes bad then don't eat it. You don't want 
to be crippled with food poisoning because you ate bad food. You are 
better off going hungry and using your energy to get food from the 
land. 
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The battered metal doors stayed locked despite the hour coming. 

The calls across the landing drowned out the unfamiliar 
background. 

The view from the narrow slit gave the usual empty moor, the 
fog still clinging to the hills, the movement just a winter light trick? 
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Learn A Survival Skill 


When discussing what I should pack in the Bug Out Bag for 
protection, it has been suggested that a bow and arrow would be a great 
weapon for after civilisation has fallen. It is a great idea, but the key 
problem was getting hold of a bow and a constant source of arrows. 

This set me thinking about what skills would be most useful in a 
survival / fall of civilisation situation, or even just any emergency 
where the Bug Out Bag would be required. Now I will take a look at 
skills you could learn to help should those days come. 


Phases of an emergency situation 
There ate multiple phases to an emergency situation. 


e Phase One - The initial incident and the survival of the first 
few days. 

e Phase Two - Establishment of new normality after a few 
weeks. 

e Phase Three - Rebuilding of the world. 


These phases could apply to many causes for needing the Bug Out 
Bag. The skills you have, or decide to learn in preparation, will and 
should have an effect on what you carry in the Bag, be it tools or 
supplies. 

In this chapter I am looking at skills, although some of these are 
occupations. I talk about skills you can pick up which you don't already 
have, unless you decide to make the ultimate change and move 
profession. Most will have an impact on multiple phases of the 
emergency, so I will score their impact in each phase from 1 to 3. Three 
is the most impact, then [ll add the scores for each phase up at the 
end. 

If the numbers bore you then just skip past the table where I get 
back to the discussion. 
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The following table shows the survival skills and their effectiveness in 


each survival phase. 


Effectiveness in Each Survival Phase 
Skill Category The First Establishing Rebuilding an 
Few Days Normality Civilisation core 
1) (2) 3) 

Hunting / Fishing Food Hig! Hig! High 9 
Foraging Food Hig! Hig! Low 7 
Combat Skills Safety Hig! Hig! Medium 8 
Mechanics / Transport (P1-3) / : ’ . 

Engineering Building os Hig Hig cis 7 
Sailing Transport Hig! Hig! Medium 8 
Leadership Motivation Hig Hig High i) 
Navigation Location Medium Medium Low 2 
Flying / Piloting Transport Hig Hig Medium 8 
Climbing Safety Hig Medium Low 6 
Running Transport Hig! Low Low 5 
Weapon Making Safety / Food Low High Medium 6 
Construction Building Low Medium High 6 
Food Preservation Food - Medium High 5 
Carpentry Building Low Hig! High 7 
ca a cade Comfort - Low High 4 
Cobbling Safety Low Low High 5 
First Aid / Medical Safety High Hig High ) 
Dentistry Comfort Low Medium High 6 
Farming Food - Low High 4 
Distillin: Comfort - - High 3 
Potting Comfort - - High 3 

Analysis 


There is a good range of scores, with lots of high numbers. Let us 
take a closer look at those which scored eight or over, meaning they 
would be useful in each of the stages of an emergency situation. I 
believe the key considerations when looking to learn a new skills are: 


¢ Accessibility - Does it cost lots of money to learn and require 
specialist resources? 
* Times to learn - I am talking part-time study here, not 


changing your occupation in preparation. 

¢ Other uses - Is the skill something which can benefit you in 
everyday life, or is it solely for the dedicated? 

* Bug Out Bag - How does the skill effect what you are going 
to carry in the Bug Out Bag? If you are going to weigh yourself 
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down then it is a low score. 


As with the previous analysis I will score each consideration from 


1 to 5, with 5 being the best score in the category. 


Hunting / Fishing 


Killing game or catching fish. Some call it sport. 


Accessibility - In the UK fishing is very accessible with plenty 
of places to learn and practice the skill. You are going to need 
a lot of patience, but that is part of the fun. Isn't it? Hunting 
on the other hand is available in the UK, but nowhere to the 
level of countries like the US. The score in this case is based 
on fishing and I have dropped it from the top spot because the 
kit is a cash sinkhole (4) 

Time to Learn - A few trips and I am sure you can learn the 
basics, improving each time (5) 

Everyday Benefit - I guess if you like fish and enjoy the hobby 
it has got its advantages (5) 

Bug Out Bag - I already have a simple fishing line and hook, 
but it is not going to cut the mustard for long. It is a low score 
because the fishing kit it large and cumbersome. The same 
could be said for hunting (1) 


Score 15 / 20 


Combat Skills 


I am not talking about joining the military, maybe the reserves is an 
option if you have the time. There are plenty of opportunities to learn 
a martial art like Judo or Karate, or even boxing, if you want to be the 
mean MF when no one else is coming to your rescue. If I lived in the 
US then I would include buying a gun and learning how to properly 


use it. 


Accessibility - Open to anyone who has the time and 
temperament (5) 
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Time to Learn - Sources show it would typically take two 
classes a week for five years to become a black belt in Karate. 
That is some time commitment (2) 

Everyday Benefit - A lot of people get great enjoyment out 
of martial arts and combat sports (4) 

Bug Out Bag - You are the weapon (5) 


Score 16 / 20 


Mechanics / Engineering 


An all-round set of skills which give you the mindset and the mental 
tools to turn your hand to most problems. Fix cars, build shelters, 
bridge a deep fissure splitting the ground at your feet. Essential skills 
when it all goes wrong. I should know. 


Accessibility - Mechanical and engineering skills can be 
taught, but it is also about having a mindset to want to 
understand how things work and then using your skills to 
explore. No matter your specific discipline, most engineers can 
turn their hands to most engineering problems (4) 

Time to Learn - Four to five years of university or the same 
for an apprenticeship, depending on the discipline. Plus there 
is a lifetime of experience to gain. It is not a quick one (1) 
Everyday Benefit - Fix stuff and have a great job at the same 
time. There is no downside, right? (5) 

Bug Out Bag - A limited set of generic tools would be worth 
bringing along, but they are heavy. However you are already 
carrying the best item in the tool kit. Your mind (4) 


Score 14 / 20 


Sailing 


Jumping on a boat and getting the heck out of dodge does have a lot 
of advantages, or maybe you can ferry supplies from somewhere where 
the ground is not alight! 
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* Accessibility - As an island nation, it is easy to find 
somewhere to learn how to sail. If you have pockets stuffed 
full of cash then you can keep your escape route in a secure 
boat shed just down the road. If not then it will take a lot of 
money to get your skills up to par (2) 

¢ Time to Learn - You can learn the basics of sailing in a short 
course, but piloting a boat takes years of experience. You 
should start hanging around the coast in bars where the 
fishermen frequent and maybe they will let you take their 
livelihood out for a spin? (2) 

¢ Everyday Benefit - You get to sail a boat. Great for holidays, 
but unless you decide it is a pirate's life for you then it is not 
going to be a great boon to your live (1) 

° Bug Out Bag - The boat won't fit in the Bag, maybe a life 
jacket, but I guess that should already be on the boat (5) 


Score 10 / 20 


Leadership 


Why do you need the specialist skills to survive when you can just find 
other people and lead them to do it for you. People will be looking for 
someone to take charge. Are you up for the job? Can you inspire them 
to follow your Can you make the decisions which could mean the 
difference between life and death? 


° Accessibility - Can you train to be a leader? I guess those guys 
who tun leadership courses think so. The best route would be 
to do this through your job. Tell the boss you want to be his 
boss eventually. Go on, give it a go (3) 

* Time to Learn - Again it is experience which is going to be 
the key and will take years to read the books, let alone to get 
the right tone to your voice (2) 

¢ Everyday Benefit - Get people to do what you want? Is that 
how it works? If it is your job then being a great leader can give 
you a fast route to the top (5) 

° Bug Out Bag - Get someone else to carry the bag! (6) 
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Score 16 / 20 


Flying / Piloting 


Like sailing, but cooler. Slightly more difficult to find planes lying 
around, but you can get away quicker and further away, leaving the 
poor saps who cannot fly to deal with what you leave behind! 


Accessibility - Like with sailing but much, much more 
expensive (1) 

Time to Learn - Same again, but at least you get a licence if 
you can pass the test (2) 

Everyday Benefit - Change jobs, or just get to places quicker 
than all your friends, plus you won't be lying next time you use 
your usual chat up line (3) 

Bug Out Bag - There is always room for aviator glasses (5) 


Score 11 / 20 


First Aid / Medical 


I know I would want to be around someone who could save my life or 
who could squeeze the puss out of the infected spot. Wouldn't your 
Combine this with herbalism and you might have found you will be 
everyone's best friend. 


Accessibility - First aid classes are easy to book, but for real 
usefulness I am talking next level. More advanced skills are 
what we need, like those of a nurse, or a paramedic. A General 
Practitioner would be the best. It all depends on how much 
time you want to put in. An excellent route for those who don’t 
want to leave their job and go to university for the foreseeable 
future would be to join a volunteer ambulance service, like St 
John's Ambulance Service here in the UK (2) 

Time to Learn - Depending on the route you want to take, 
you can be up and running within a few months, but you won't 
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be performing open heart surgery for a good few years yet (3) 
* Everyday Benefit - You can save someone's life before the 
world goes to the wall (5) 
° Bug Out Bag - You might need to bolster your first aid kit, 
but you will have to leave the defibrillator at home (4) 


Score 14 / 25 


Summary 
The scores are in and summarised below: 


° Combat Skills - 16 

° Leadership - 16 

° Hunting / Fishing - 15 

° Mechanics / Engineering - 14 
. First Aid / Medical - 14 

* Flying / Piloting - 11 

° Sailing - 10 


The Results 


With not much between the top five skills, you have a range to 
choose from. If you are lucky enough to already have one or mote of 
those skills then you can decide to rest on your laurels and sit back or 
learn another skill which will complement what you already have. 


Combination Skills 


As you can see the ability to use a bow and arrow wasn't specifically 
addressed and that is because it would take a combination of skills, 
three in fact, to make this a sustainable choice. 

You would need to first be able to make your own bows (a 
bowyer), then make your own arrows (a fletcher), and then acquire the 
ability to use those tools for hunting, or your own defence. However 
if you did, I'm pretty sure the combined skill would easily top the list. 

There are many of the skills I discussed that when combined will 
make potent combinations. 
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I took to the woods to get away. 

Walking between the trees because it felt safe, despite each step 
taken with care, a glance to where my feet might trip, might snap a 
branch or twig and turn their heads, might force me to run, to find 
some other place of safety. 
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There is No One to Call 


Planning for Medical Situations 


Your blurring vision settles on your arm. The double image slowly 
combining to one as the raw skin beads with drops of blood. You 
move your head, pain slowing the turn. Your shoulders are held by the 
weight on your back and with no understanding how you got on your 
ass. Your ankle throbs and you look up to the crack of the daylight 
shining from above. 

Let us look at what can be carried in the Bag to prepare for medical 
situations while outside the home and maybe, just maybe, when the 
ambulance won't be on the other end of the line to take your call. 


Common Wilderness Ailments 
Strains & Sprains 


A good walking / hiking shoe will help prevent these painful 
injuries. I used to wear a walking shoe which rose only to below the 
ankle. After I lost my footing whilst walking along the side of a hill, the 
drop to my left hidden by a sea of tall fern, I always wear a boot. 

The boot wouldn't have prevented the fall or the raptures of 
laughter from my companions, but it would have provided much more 
support in the aftermath. In the middle of nowhere I had no real choice 
but to walk it off, taking plenty of pain killers to keep me going. 

As luck would have it we were not too far from where we could 
lay up for the night and I took off my boot, something I shouldn't have 
done if I had wanted to put it back on that day. In the morning I had 
to keep it elevated for a good hour until I could get the boot back on, 
popping pain killers throughout the day to enable me to walk the 
twenty miles out from the middle of nowhere. I was left with pain for 
three weeks whilst resting from long walks and running, but it has been 
fine ever since. 

The advice here in an ideal situation is to take painkillers, ideally 
with an anti-inflammatory and rest, keeping the ankle elevated. If it is 
clear it is broken or something just is not right, there is no chance you 
are walking on it. Keep the pressure off. You are going to have to get 
some help. If it is not going to come, you are going to have to 
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improvise crutches. 

You can immobilise sprains and strains to keep yourself from 
doing any more damage using bandages from your first aid kit to strap 
foraged wood above and below the injury. Gaffer tape over the 
bandages can add much needed strength to the bindings, but be careful 
not to cut off the blood supply! 


Burns 


Always practice good fire safety and give fire the respect it 
deserves. As most people know, burns can be one of the most painful 
injuries. 

Cool the burn with cool or lukewarm water. It is unlikely you will 
have ice, but if you do, don't use it or you risk burning further with the 
cold. If you are low on water then anything cold will do, just make sure 
it is not going to stick to the wound. Once the burn has cooled, apply 
cling film to the area. This keeps moisture in and infection out, plus 
allows you to keep an eye on the progress of the wound. 


Sun Burn 


No lectures here, we should all know the long term dangers of sun 
burn and the short term pain it can cause. If you are not able to prevent 
it by wearing a good wide-brimmed hat and regularly applying sun 
lotion, then treat it as per a burn, cooling and protecting. Apply after- 
sun lotion and moisturiser containing aloe vera to help lessen the pain. 


Stings and Insect Bites 


You should pack based on where you are travelling or bugging out 
to. If you are in the US or Australia, be prepared for snake and spider 
bites. In the UK the worst we can expect would be a hornet, bee or 
wasp stings, or stinging nettles and the annoyance of mosquitoes. 
Insect repellent is a great idea, or if you are camping then citronella 
candles can be a great help to keep the bugs at bay. 

Use the built-in insect netting if you are camping in a tent, or a 
mosquito net if you are planning to sleep under the stars, particularly 
if you are near a body of water. If you do get stung, scrape the stinger 
and any remaining insect from the wound with a straight edge or 
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fingernail to avoid squeezing more venom into the wound. Applying 
antihistamine cream can help tame the itching. 


Ticks 


A special note about ticks. 

Ticks are related to spiders, mites and scorpions and carry many 
diseases. There ate different sorts of ticks, each of which are hosted on 
different animals and vary around the world. Their habitats also vary 
actoss the world but often include woodland, heathland, moorland, 
rough pasture, forests and urban parks 

In the UK 15% of ticks carry Lyme disease and they are a real 
problem in the US too. 

If untreated, symptoms may include loss of the ability to move one 
or both sides of the face, joint pains, severe headaches with neck 
stiffness, or heart palpitations and can cause arthritis. Along with Lyme 
disease, they can transmit meningitis, among other diseases. 

Look for the symptoms which can happen between 3-30 days after 
a bite. They include fever, chills, aches and pains and a rash. The 
circular rash with Lyme disease is distinctive. 

Although it is rare to feel a tick biting you, when it has finished its 
feed it will fall off. If you find a tick, you need to make sure you remove 
it properly without squashing it. 

Add a tick removal tool to your Bug Out Bag and your camping 
first aid kit! 

Prevention can be easy. Wear long trousers, not shorts, especially 
when walking through raised vegetation such as long grasses 


Cuts, Scrapes and Scratches 


Clean the wound with antiseptic wipes, very important when you 
are out of the home. Use saline solution to wash out larger wounds. If 
you have nothing else then use cooled boiled water, boiled for at least 
one minute and prepared as if you were going to drink it, as described 
in Water, Water Everywhere. 

When clean and dried, dress the wound either with a liquid plaster 
for minor cuts and scrapes, which forms a flexible water resistant layer, 
or a suitable dressing. Try and keep the wound dry and out of streams 
and rivers if you can, otherwise use a waterproof dressing. For larger, 
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gaping cuts, use butterfly bandages, but if these don't keep the wound 
closed, use superglue. 

Tweezers for thorns and splinter removal are a must. You should 
be carrying scissors and a knife for preparing the dressings. Change the 
dressing as often as you can, especially after periods of prolonged 
activity or sleep. 


Basic First Aid Kit List 


A well-stocked basic first aid kit suitable for the Bug Out Bag should 


contain: 


° Adhesive bandages of various sizes 
° Blister plasters 
¢ Butterfly bandages 


° Gauze pads of various sizes, or gauze roll 

* Antiseptic creams and ointments 

: Sterile wipes and rinse solutions 

¢ Pain and anti-inflammatory medicine 

° Hydrocortisone cream (Anti-itching cream) 

° Tweezers, scissors, safety pins and knife 

¢  Anti-diarrhoea medicine — (normally I wouldn't recommend 


these as they stop a natural process and just bung you up, but 
if the symptoms are debilitating and you're on a long journey, 
they could be key.) 

° Antihistamine 

* Eye drops / wash 

¢ Triple antibiotic ointment - Not available in the UK without a 
prescription, but you can get on eBay for a price 

* Tick removal tool 

: Cling film 


Additional Items 


These are not necessarily for first aid but are either used in the 
promotion of good health or have secondary uses for first aid. 


° Duct tape - Binding a splint, sealing a wound in an emergency. 
The list of uses is endless for this wonderful stuff. 
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° Hand sanitiser 
: Super glue 


° Aloe vera 
7 Sunscreen 
° Epi pen or other essential prescription medications you may 


need. For me it's a salbutamol inhaler 
° Emergency blanket 


Emergency Card 


This is one for your everyday life too. There are special places in 
yout phones for your important medical information, but when you 
are out and about your phone might be out of charge. Carry a 
laminated piece of paper with your important medical information on, 
including your blood type and details of any allergies and your next of 
kin and their contact details. This could help you so much if you are 
unconscious and need to be rescued. 


Do you know your blood type? 


In an emergency you would be lucky to escape with me as my 
blood type is O Negative. This means anyone can accept my blood, 
but the price I pay is that I can only receive O Negative blood if I am 
the one with a the good stuff pouring from an injury. Why not donate 
blood and you too can find out your blood type? 


Conclusion 


I need to update my very basic first aid kit, plus as I was researching 
I checked the dates of the items in my kit and I have some refreshing 
to do as well! I'll be adding eye wash, the spray on plaster, updating my 
supply of antiseptic wipes, grabbing a tick removal tool and butterfly 
bandages. 

I will be adding another item to my shopping basket and I am 
embarrassed to say why. After writing this I checked my home first aid 
kit only to find everything expired over eight years ago. Please take a 
minute to check yours. You will be thankful if you ever come to need 
it! 
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Barricade the door. 

Don’t let anyone in. 

They might want to eat your brains. 

They might want to share your food. 

They might want to be safe beside you, to hold your hand. 
They might want to fall in love. 

Do you take a chance? 


What is life without a companion? 
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Out in the Wilderness 


A Field Test 


As I finished assembling the second version of the Bug Out Bag it 
was time to join my friends for an annual hiking adventure. This year 
was special, the tenth anniversary of our annual outing and everyone 
who went on the first trip to Dartmoor in 2008 was able to make it. 

Last yeat we navigated our way around the north east coast of the 
Isle of Wight. Starting at Ryde and finishing in Shanklin, we travelled 
thirteen miles along the coastal path before turning back the following 
day to hike to the final campsite inland. 

This year we covered twenty-two miles of coastline in two days and 
as I write a day later, I can feel every step in my aching legs! But it was 
worth it! 


An Opportunity to Prepare 


These adventures always give me a chance to put my Bug Out Bag 
preparation to the test. Although it is not a race to escape from 
impending doom, there are no support cars following us. If I want it 
on the trip then I have to carry it on my back through every mile. 

This year I needed to replace my original sleep mat which was both 
cumbersome and heavy (1.5kg) with something much lighter and 
smaller, whilst hopefully not sacrificing too much comfort. 

My search for ultralight mats resulted in the Klymit Inertia X 
Frame Ultralight Backpacking Pad. When I saw how small it folded 
down, that it was a third of the weight of my existing mat and had good 
reviews, I took the chance. 

After a quick test of the mat on my living room carpet and with 
the rest of my pack checked and double checked to make sure 
everything could be as light as possible, we stepped off the ferry and 
the walking began. 

The journey took us through a vast range of scenery from the 
rolling windy paths on the edge of slowly eroding cliffs, to tracks 
alongside farmer's fields, through seaside villages and new coastal 
defences, alongside botanical gardens and under dense wooded 
canopies. We all made it. Some with a little more puffing and panting 
than the others, but we all made it to the pub in time for tea and medals, 
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or a pint of local lager and a bacon and cheese burger, so it turned out. 

I can highly recommend the Isle of Wight coastal paths as a great 
place for rambling or hiking, either carrying a 90 litres pack or just out 
for a day trip. 

And the mat! Yes, to my surprise I got a good night sleep. Although 
designed to go inside the sleeping bag, I found it was much more 
comfortable outside of it. It was comfortable in all sleeping positions 
and it definitely earns its place in the Bug Out Bag. 


New Kit On Test 
I took some other additions on the trip which I’ve evaluated below. 
Spork 


If you are not familiar, it is a spoon, a fork and sometimes a knife 
too. My last camping trip meant the end of my plastic spork as it melted 
whilst I was cooking. I ordered a titanium version of the spork and 
despite it being double the weight, a whole 9 grams extra, it proved to 
be an excellent replacement. It was much mote versatile and I didn’t 
have to worry about damaging it when cooking. The metal spork didn't 
come with a serrated knife edge, but it is not in the name anyway. 


Verdict: In the Bag! 
Wind up Torch 


Originally when packing for the trip I put in my traditional metal 
low-light torch, the head lamp and the wind up torch. Just before I 
headed out of the door to meet with my friends, I performed a major 
cull on any equipment I judged I didn't need. The two battery powered 
torches were left behind, leaving just the wind up stowed. On most of 
my many previous trips we barely used torches as we were so tired in 
the evenings we would be asleep long before it got dark. 

However in my rush to save my back I forgot two things. The first 
was that it was heading towards autumn and the nights had been 
drawing in rapidly. The second was because of the long drive and the 
ferry journey to get to the island, we started our walk much later in the 
day than normal and we still had plenty of miles to cover to get to the 
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first campsite. 

This meant we just had enough time on the first night to fight 
through our aches and pains to put the tents up in the dusk light 
without extra illumination. We had to cook and prepare our meals by 
torch light. At least it gave me a change to put the torch to the test. 

The torch worked. It was bright enough, but having to turn the 
noisy winder every minute or so became a pain, especially when it came 
to setting up the inside of the tent. 


The Verdict: I am looking for a replacement. The torch I took could 
be considered a novelty item. It was a cheap purchase from a camping 
store. I will be looking more closely for a replacement which is solar 
powered so it can be charged all day long on the outside of the pack 
and has a more robust winding mechanism. 


Ultralight Camping Mattress 
The Verdict: Needless to say at a third of the weight of my old 
sleeping mattress, more than a third of the size, inflating with such ease 


and being just as comfortable as a traditional full camping mattress, it 
earned its place in the Bug Out Bag. 
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Bug Out Bag Version Two 
Kit List 
What does the kit look like now? 


Since I put together Bug Out bag Version One which consisted of 
what I had lying around the house, the tests preceding this chapter 
identified improvements to increase survivability should the need for 
the Bag arise. 

Below I detail the second version of the Bag and its contents. I 
have listed the section in this book in italics to reference where you can 
find more information surrounding why each item was chosen. 

The contents are split into different categories. Although many 
items could easily be included in multiple categories, further underlying 
the quality of their inclusion, I have only included them in the first 
category in which they appear. 


The Bag 


The original bag was a 25 litre day sack plucked from the bottom 
of my wardrobe. It had seen many camping trips and canoe journeys 
down the River Wye, but it was smaller than I needed and awkward to 
get to the contents without spilling everything across the floor. I have 
upgraded to a 36 litre military style MOLLE rucksack in black. 

MOLLE (pronounced Molly) stands for MOdular Lightweight 
Load-carrying Equipment and is a system used for military equipment 
with rows of heavy-duty nylon stitched onto a vest or pack to allow for 
attachment of various MOLLE-compatible pouches and accessories. 
The accessories are called PALS (Pouch Attachment Ladder System). 

It has two main compartments which fully unzip, allowing access 
to the bottom of the bag without having to take the entire contents 
out. In addition it has two outer pockets for quick access to smaller 
items. 


Waterproof Cover - It didn't come with a waterproof cover, so an 
essential separate cover has been added to the kit list. 
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Cooking & Eating 


Camping Stove - It is out with the Trangia and in with the 
Wolfyok Stove and MSR cooking pot giving me the ability to 
cook or boil water either with solid fuel or scavenged wood 
and twigs. The burner packs away into the MSR cooking pot 
along with a small pack of alcohol fuel. See Cooking for Survival. 


° Fire Steel - Lightweight and able to create a spark in all 
weathers for lighting the stove and making a traditional fire 
too. See Let’s Start a Fire. 


° Matches - A second and lightweight ignition source just in 
case! 


¢  Tinder on A Rope - A resinated block of wood. Use the knife 
to shave tinder into your wood pile. See Let’s Start a fire. 


* Two Baggies of Cotton Wool - Recently added as fast 
burning tinder when I found out wood shavings just wouldn't 
do the job alone. See Le?’s Start a fire. 


° Tea Light - For lighting wet wood and to dry the tinder out. 
The candle is also a great alternative to the alcohol tabs for 
getting the wood to burn. See Let’s Start a fire. 


°* Tin Mug - Clips to the outside of the bag and it is very light. 
Lots more uses than just for drinking. 


° Food See Food, Glorious Food 


- Emergency Rations - 18 bars - 1kg - In their simplest 
form they are high calorie biscuits which in emergency 
situations can sustain one person for 72 hours. They 
have a five year shelf life, but will still keep the calories 
after. At half a kilo a box, they are heavy, but worth the 
weight. 


- Kendal Mint Cake 85g x 8 - High calorie sugary 
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energy. 


¢ Titanium Spork - A spoon and a fork, plus it is made from 
titanium so it is heat proof and won’t break in a hurry. See Out 
in the Wilderness. 


° Alcohol - A treat and high in calories. Help keep the cold at 
bay and the moral high. 


Light Sources 
I want to see in the dark. 

° Low light torch - With four colours of light to select from, it 
is great for keeping yourself concealed whilst not affecting your 
sensitive night vision. Who knows what is going to be hunting 
you down at night? 

¢ Wind up Torch - Works without batteries. Has a wind up 
mechanism and a solar panel. Attach it to the pack all day long 
then you will need to spend less time winding. Enough said? 


See Out in the Wilderness. 


¢ Head lamp - While the batteries last it is a great task light. Use 
it for putting up the tent, then put it away for next time. 


¢ Glow sticks - An emergency alternative to the torch, won't 
give off enough light to work to, but will show you position. If 
you want to be seen of course! 


Water & Hydration See Water, Water Everywhere. 


NHS guidelines advise for 1.2 litres per day to keep dehydration at bay. 
You will need more if you are hiking or running all day. 


° Bottles of Water - Bring as much as you can carry. 


° Filtration Straw -If standing water is contaminated in a 
nuclear fallout, there is not a great deal sterilisation and filtering 
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can do, but in every other circumstance a filtration straw will 
let you filter up to 2,000 litres direct from the source. It is a no 
brainer. 


Chlorination Tables - Light and easy to use as an alternative 
to the straw. 


Sleeping and Shelter 


Sleeping Bag - It is small, lightweight and three season. 
Should deal with most of what the English weather can throw 
at me as long as I have shelter. 


Tent - Small and portable, weighing just over 2kg it gives 
options for where I can eventually go. 


Lightweight Camping Mattress - It may seem trivial, but not 
when you are lying on the cold hard ground trying to sleep with 
one eye open. See Out in the Wilderness. 


Survival 


Emergency Kit - Contains 21 different items to help you 
survive, including a fishing line and hook, tinder and a knife, 
all wrapped in woven paracord. 


Paracords - With boundless uses in survival situations and 
lightweight. 


Compass - Even without a map you can travel in a vague 
direction and keep yourself on a course. 


Sewing Kit 


Survival Blankets 


Bartering & Payments 


Cash 
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¢ Razor Blades - Perfect for trading when the cash no longer 
has any value. See Batering for your Life. 


First Aid Kit See There’s No One to Call. 
° Adhesive bandages of various sizes 
° Blister plasters 


¢ Butterfly bandages 


° Gauze pads of various sizes or gauze roll 
* Antiseptic creams and ointments 

° Sterile wipes and rinse solutions 

¢ Pain and anti-inflammatory medicine 

* ‘Tweezers, scissors and safety pins 

° Anti-diarrhoea medicine 

° Antihistamine for allergic reactions 


* Eye drops / wash 


° Tick removal tool 
° Cling film 
Health 


Items for the promotion of your health. 


° Hand Sanitiser - It won't last long, but used sparingly it will 
help stave off stomach bugs. Plus it is flammable. 
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Universal Wipes - Keeps thing clean. Keep yourself safe. 
Toothbrush and toothpaste 
Vitamins 


Fold Up Spade - It is heavy, but has so many uses, including 
covering up your waste. 


Tools 

: Hand Saw 

° Micro Pick - See Alone on a Cold Night. 

* Proper Knife - I have ditched the folding fruit knife for 
something more substantial. It is great for carving wood and 
helping to make a shelter, plus more comforting when I don't 
know what I will face while I am out there and the world has 
gone to the dogs. 

* Pen Knife - So many tools in one handy package. Just don't 
lose it or you will lose so many tools! 

° Nails - I have ditched the hammer, but I am keeping the nails, 
giving me options for building shelter. 

Other Equipment 


Woolly hats and gloves 


Wind up radio - Mine is solar powered too, plus has a USB 
charger and torch. 


Passport 
Clothes - Quick dry trousers, essential in any weather. Layers 
of technical clothes, the best way to stay warm. Hiking socks 


are a no brainer for comfott. 
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° Spare Glasses 
° Microfibre Towel - Super lightweight 
* Waterproof Notepad and Pencil 


‘ Gaffer Tape - With thousands of uses in a survival situation, 
it could fit in any of the above categories. 


° Toilet Roll 
What is next? 


The kit is good, but I can always make it better. In the future Iam 
going to be looking at the big items, the sleeping bag and the tent to 
see if I can shave off more weight. 

With less weight I can either stuff more food in if I get a spare 
moment when the emergency strikes, or it means I can be more 
mobile, run faster, go for longer if I need to. See Get Involved to find 
out how you can get involved in the discussion or get updates as I 
continue to test and make improvements. 
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A Home Survival Kit 


What if running is not an option? 


The emergency call comes, but what if the advice is to stay inside? The 
city is swarming with infection, a deadly chemical dust or something 
else lurks outside. You are told to close your windows and wait for 
help to come to you. How long could you survive in your house? 

You have the Bag and its contents, but much of it is no use whilst 
you are in the house. Most of it is put there specifically to help you live 
self-sufficient for a few days then to turn to the land to stretch out your 
survival. 

Now we are trapped in the house. We have shelter and a warm, 
comfy bed. Is the electricity on? The gas? The water? All these things 
make living so much easier. If you start losing the utilities then your 
preparation will pay its dues. 

If you live in the country you may have a well and a septic tank, 
great assuming you can chance going outside. You are going to need 
candles, you can store food. You will have access to first aid and books 
to pass the time when the TV dies. 

Iam not going to run through a long list of items you should think 
about preparing, that is for another book maybe. All I want you to do 
is pause for thought and decide how well your house is equipped if you 
are trapped there for a few days, weeks, months or mote. 
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IN THE END 


THETR FIGHT FOR SURVIVAL .. . 
i ONLY THE BEGINNING @& 


In The End 


When humanity faces an undead nightmare, one man’s party 
turns into a race to sutvive. 


Logan has always taken things a little too seriously. So when his New 
Year's Eve attempt to unwind descends into chaos, he's the first to 
realize it's no joke. After Logan and his friends miss the evacuation 
transport, he's given a choice: lead the group to safety or watch all of 
his friends come back from the dead... 


When Logan discovers the military and government have no interest 
in saving them, making it to sanctuary alive may be their only hope. 
And after he learns his party of survivors might hold the key to a cure, 
the fate of humanity rests on his shoulders. But saving his species could 
mean sacrificing himself... 


Can Logan stave off the end of the world or will one wrong decision 
doom humankind? 


In The End ts a fast-paced post-apocalyptic zombie thriller. If you like 
nightmarish settings, reluctant heroes, and action-packed adventures, 


then you'll love my spine-chilling novel. 


Turn the page to read the first ten chapters of In The End to fight for 
survival today! 
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LOGAN 


The first sign was the internet going down, the music streaming into the 
floor-standing speakers going quiet without warning. A sudden loss of 
connection; Wi-Fi box rebooted twice and still nothing. The dimming of the 
lights came next. Not total power failure; the solar panels on the roofs to 
thank. 

Still we drank, draining the supply to a bottle of port bought from 
the local supermarket on a hangover-fuelled run. 

It was New Year's Eve 2017. We'd rented a holiday cottage on the 
extremes of Cornwall, almost Land's End. The cottage, one of nine ina gated 
development, each built the new way but made to look old. The doors were 
a funny proportion; building regulations, I'm told. 

Each cottage was built out of the way of the rest in a wide circle, a 
thick copse of trees separating them. In the centre stood a manager's house, 
a small shop and a bat. 

Where a tenth cottage could have sat was the wide road leading out 
and in. There were ten of us, the cottage full to bursting. Twin and double 
rooms were shared despite all but four of us not being coupled. We'd been 
there four days already, the recycling bin emptied with the ring of bottles each 
morning. A maid cleaned out the jacuzzi we'd piled in all night until the 
Atlantic air got too much and we headed back to dry around the wood- 
burning stove. 

We lasted an hour before myself and Andrew dressed, mounting an 
expedition and walking the couple of hundred steps to the centre of the 
circle. We weren't the only ones there. A huddle had formed at the open door 
of the manager's house, a half-drunk crowd shouting over each other. 

I remember the concern on Andrew's face. Our worst fear; the little 
shop had run out of its overpriced alcohol and the mob were about to lynch 
the grey-haired manager unless he'd drive a rescue party to the nearest 
twenty-four-hour supermarket. We still thought it was true as the door closed 
in our faces. People turned to each other. Some were strangers. Some were 
not. All were dumbfounded at his actions, but before the small crowd could 
become a mob, the door opened and out came the guy with an ancient radio 
in his hand, garbled words and static rattling from the paint-flecked speakers. 

The crowd hushed as more joined at our backs. We were now in the 
middle of a group, hushing too, listening to a voice settle. A handful of words 
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come clean from the speaker. A power station had been attacked by terrorists; 
the nuclear reactor in Somerset. 

Panic rippled through the group, radiating adrenaline working to 
nullify the alcohol. Two of the group pushed outwards and I turned to see 
them running back to one of the nine houses. We continued to listen, my 
heart pounding in the near silence. 

The sudden drop in power to the grid had destabilised the network; 
emergency breakers had sacrificed the South West to save the rest of the 
nation from total darkness. The radio broke up as the word radiation came 
isolated from the rest of the sentence by static. 

Andrew and I stared, soon turning to other, but we’d read no more 
meaning. Then came the reassurance again. The damage was not to the 
reactor but to the distribution system. There was no immediate danger of 
radiation leaking. The core was stable. 

Torn between the silence from the radio and sharing the news with 
the others, we peeled away and back to the cottage. Thoughts of alcohol were 
long gone, but we found the house quiet, bedroom doors closed up tight. It 
could wait for the morning, The voice from the radio had made it clear there 
was no immediate danger. 

The second sign was the hammering at the door in the early hours. 
With the power still dimmed, rationed between the ten buildings, I was the 
first to answer. I was the one to see the silver-haired guy rush to tell me to 
get the hell out of here. I was the first to hear him mumble the word 
evacuation as he moved away, running towards the centre of the circle before 
I had a chance to question. 
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After five minutes, I'd only managed to repeat the explanation twice. Toby 
and Amy, the couple in the closest room to the door, watched through 
hangover-fogged eyes as we bounced off each other and fought through their 
disbelief that it was just some elaborate trick. 

Then to Leo and Daniel. Well, Daniel hid under the covers and I was 
sure I could hear him snore as I recounted the guy's strange words from 
moments earlier, trying my best to get across the urgent look in the guy's eyes. 

It was Toby who came up with the offer to trudge with me to the 
centre of the circle and find out what the hell was going on. I could see in 
his eyes he had a mind to give the owner a stern talking to. 

The cottage fell silent as we headed out in tracksuit bottoms and 
dressing gowns shrouding our shoulders as we trekked through the fresh 
morning dew. My own questioning of the situation was fully in bloom until 
we found the manager's house locked up, a paper notice written in heavy bold 
ink pinned to the door: 

Evacuate. Head north. 

A freephone number was scrawled below. 

I turned to stare at Toby as he gawked in my direction. Both of us 
pivoted on our heels as we searched out the surrounding circle for any sign 
of someone about to jump from behind a tree with a phone pointed in our 
direction to capture our faces as the words sank in. We must have stood for 
over a minute before I fumbled in my pocket, reading the number aloud as I 
tapped the digits into my phone. 

No Service was the message that came back. We ran the gravel path 
back to the house. 

Breaking the quiet of the cottage, we flung doors wide to the 
protests of the occupants, shouting for everyone to get their arses into gear. 

“The nuclear power station. Radiation,’ I shouted, repeating. 

Toby followed my lead. Neither of us stopped to answer questions. 
Instead, I headed to my room, pulling off Andrew's covers as I frantically 
dressed then stuffing what I could grab of my things into a small suitcase. 

Within another ten minutes the cottage was alive with activity. Even 
the most sceptical, Zoe and Naomi, who thought it some elaborate scheme 
to scare them witless, were making moves to get their things together. 

It was still half an hour before we were ready to leave. Half the group 
were not convinced, insisting on stuffing all of their belongings away and 
packing them into the three cars before they would let us start the engines. 

Still my inner scepticism forced me to lock the place up, checking 
twice before pocketing the key instead of pushing it back through the 
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manager's letter box like it said in the welcome pack. 

Driving one of the three cars with Zoe and Naomi in the back, 
Andrew sat at my side, tuning the digital radio to each of the stations, flicking 
to the next as the No Signal message replied on the segmented display. 

“Where are we going?” Zoe said. 

“The way we came,” I replied, looking to Andrew for confirmation. 
His nod gave confidence to my words. The journey to the cottage had been 
made four days earlier, five hours from London via two motorways and a dual 
carriageway through Cornwall. 

The same people were in the car now. Zoe I'd known for twenty 
years since graduating. We were close, about as close as you can get without 
being in a relationship. I took up tenancy in the friend zone a long time ago. 

Naomi was Zoe's best friend, a new fixture since she'd moved from 
their childhood town to London last year. She was attractive, if you like the 
blonde knockout sort, but she made it abundantly clear to us all her interests 
lay elsewhere. Still, she'd melded with the established group seamlessly, even 
putting Andrew in his place early. 

Zoe's voice broke into my drifting thoughts. 

“Have you seen any other cars?” she said. 

“Since when?” Naomi replied. 

I didn't need to look to know everyone's gaze peeled around the 
toad. We'd driven through two villages on the route to the A30 dual 
carriageway, but she was right; I couldn't remember seeing any other cars on 
the road. 

At first I put it down to my sleep-deprived state and the effects of 
alcohol leaving my body. I think we all did. Now, paying attention properly, 
there wasn't a car to be seen. 

“It's New Year's Day,” I heard Andrew say. 

“But,” Zoe started, her words tailing off until I twisted in the seat, 
watching as she paused; her head fidgeted either side. “I haven't seen any cars. 
Not even parked.” 

“Shit, look out,” came the urgent words from Andrew. 

My head sprang back around to the sight of a figure standing in the 
road. I had no time to react before his head bulls-eyed the windscreen to an 
eruption of screams. 
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I won't ever forget the dull thump or the loud snap as a dark head spidered 
the glass. The body rolled up the car and slipped down again, crunching to 
the road as I slammed hard on the brakes. 

With no time for what I'd seen to sink in, Toby's Merc slammed into 
our rear. The jolt went unfelt, my body numb, my concentration fixed on my 
foot wedged on the middle pedal. 

I sat frozen. Andrew was already out of the car. Lifting my head I 
watched as he turned back, his eyes wide at the Merc behind. 

His head slowly turned, his gaze catching mine as he followed down 
the bonnet to what I should have been the first to see. The shock should be 
mine. The pain in the centre of my chest was for me to bear alone. I caused 
the disaster; I was the one to affect our lives forever. 

Detached from my body, limbs cold and numb to sensation, I pulled 
open the door. 

Toby joined me. I brushed away his concern and his offered hand to 
help me out. The journey around to the bonnet took an age, but was over 
too soon. I watched on, disassociated from my flesh while Andrew knelt over 
a pair of corded trousers, the only visible sign of who Pd hit. 

Shouts echoed as Andrew reached under the car, growing in volume 
as he pulled his head high to look past me. 

I turned, not hearing the words and Toby was gone. I twisted around 
to see him back in his car as he let it roll backwards. 

Climbing to his feet, Andrew pushed me with gentle force to the side 
of the road before he climbed in my car. 

I turned, alcohol-laced bile rising, projecting to the tarmac. I twisted 
back, hopeful what I'd seen had been a vision. 

It wasn't, because there lay an old man with grey hair and wrinkled 
skin. His eyes were closed and sunken. His bloodied face held no expression. 
His head folded at ninety degrees. 

No one checked for a pulse. It was a sight I knew I would hold until 
my days came to an end. 

Andrew turned me away by the shoulders, gripping my upper arms 
as he spoke. 

“He was flagging us down, tripped and fell into the road.” 

I had no idea of the truth in his words. Was he saying this for me? 
Was he telling me to get my story straight? I didn't know how he'd come to 
be in the road. 

I hadn't seen a thing. 

I knew what had to be done and I pulled my phone out. Tapping the 
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three digits, I barely heard the flashing pips in my ear. 

No service. 

With my mouth hanging wide, I turned to the nine and watched my 
friends hugging, tears streaming as they looked in my direction with sorrow 
in their eyes. 

I hated the pity pouring towards me. All I could do was shake my 
head as I held out the phone. Hands grasped for their own mobiles, but all 
soon came back shaking their heads the same. 

I threw up for a second time as Andrew patted my back. 

Looking around, I took in our surroundings as if for the first time. 
My gaze followed the dusty back road to a short wooden bridge a few paces 
from where the car had stopped. The view stretched out to fields either side, 
the horizon punctuated by a column of grey smoke rising in the direction 
we'd been heading, the sight only adding to the guilt constricting my throat. 
Had I really been paying such little attention as I drove? 

Swallowing down the renewed bile, I watched the rising smoke 
dissipate high in the sky. The sound of hushed voices caused me to turn, to 
look over at the group of two stone houses just off the road. The right one 
had its bright-red door wide open. 

Much to Andrew’s protests, I walked in its direction. 

“Let me,” he said, stepping past. 

I shook my head. Still he travelled at my side, his knuckles arriving 
first at the door, his high greeting echoing inside. 

Andrew turned and gestured Tony to its neighbour as he took a 
tentative step over the threshold. 

Inside, the air hung still, the silence clinging to my throat. It was 
Andrew who spoke again, repeating the greeting. Only silence replied; a thick, 
dampening quiet. 

We both spotted the phone at the same moment, Andrew's hand 
reaching first. He paused to listen before replacing the receiver. 

We heard Toby's knock, his call next door and his footsteps as he 
joined us. 

“No answet.” 

The TV didn't work as I clicked its buttons and I remembered the 
power was out, trying the light switch with my finger. 

Toby coughed, the noise violent in the stifling silence. 

“We can't stay here,’ Andrew said, pulling a blanket from the 
armchair. 

My eyes widened as I realised its purpose. 

“T can't, I can't.” 

Andrew held up his hand. “It's okay,” he replied and I watched as 
Toby, red-faced, followed Andrew, corralling two of the others. 
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I turned away and headed into the kitchen. 


Andrew drove, peering around the mess of a circle in the centre of 
the windscreen. 

I sat in the back, silently grateful for Zoe’s insistent arm around my 
shoulder. Time drifted in fits and starts. One moment it dragged, the world 
going by so slow, the next minute the scenery had changed, the sky darker, 
the sun covered by the smoke, thicker than before. 

The car slowed, but I couldn't make out the reason; the blocked view 
through the windscreen only forcing the blanket of guilt down further. 

Stopping the car, Andrew opened the door and was half out, peering 
between the gap. He turned back as he pulled himself all the way out, his 
expression flat and colour drained. 

I didn't want to move from the seat, didn't want to leave the comfort, 
but I had to see why we'd stopped. I had to see what had caused the fear in 
Andrew's expression. 

Zoe made the choice for me, pulling away and grabbing the door 
handle. The others were already at the side of the car, their stares forward 
and mouths hanging open. 

Toby turned and caught my eye, his head shaking, pupils wide. A 
chill ran down my spine. 
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A long procession of cats wheeled out, silent to the extent of my vision as I 
climbed from the car. My face fixed as my friends held theirs, mouths wide, 
locked with bewildered stares. 

Engines lay at rest. The traffic filled the two thin lanes bordered by 
dry stone walls. Each abandoned, with few of their owners having the 
presence of mind to close their doors. 

“What the fuck?” were the words I barely heard from Toby's mouth, 
words I knew weren't meant for anyone. 

“Why the fuck?’ My words came without command, my feet 
unbidden the same. One in front of the other, slowly at first, building, 
building until I was flat out. 

My gaze jerked this way and that, searching out for new information. 
Searching for the end of the line as I swerved left and right around cars which 
became three across as each one tried and failed, despite the brush of metal 
on metal, to squeeze past. Shoes and bags, luggage and holdalls littered the 
remaining gaps, slowing me to more of a hurdle as I raced to the head of 
whatever this could be. I swerved right at the bumper of a van, having 
smashed the wall before bogging down on the grass. Its doors were wide. A 
glance of a hand imprinted red to the white paint of the bonnet. 

I turned away, my progress doubling as I ran unimpeded along the 
grass. Slowly, the density of cars seemed to increase, leaving no air either side, 
but it had done them no good. Each car had wedged with their windows 
smashed. 

A vision flashed of people hauling themselves out, biceps tight, 
clawing to climb from the crush of metal. I turned back ahead, knowing my 
day-mare was still only a patch on reality. My breath caught as I saw the queue 
abruptly stop, the road blocked with three cubes of concrete stacked at the 
junction. I stopped just as quickly. 

Shaking my head with my hand reaching for my chest, the drum of 
my heart reassured me I was awake. As my breath slowed I took a tentative 
step, renewed guilt washing over me when I realised I hadn’t thought of the 
shadow hitting the windscreen as I ran. 

With a deep breath I climbed the wall, stones crumbing to the 
ground as I leapt to the roof of a stocky sports car. Easing my way forward, 
the journey unhindered by space between each car as I moved to the next. 
Ahead I could see the concrete blocks were like those used to put across 
disused carparks, like those used to protect the unwanted colonisation by 
families armed only with their homes towed behind them. 

Beyond the concrete there was nothing. Nothing at least when I took 
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my first look. An absence of traffic, cars, vans, the spray of glass, but as my 
eyes blinked with a fevered ferocity, I realised there was plenty else to see. 
Bags, clothes and suitcases littered the T-junction cutting left to right, its third 
way blocked by the concrete. But it was the blood, more numerous than 
anything else, which forced my hand to cover my mouth. 

Glancing back at the sound of panting breath, I saw Toby and 
Andrew hurrying forward on the grass. Their eyes were not as wide as mine, 
stretched only to the abandoned cars. Soon they would be as wide as they 
could be on seeing the despicable scene spread out in front. 

The moment was clear when they fell on the three piles of clothes, 
each looking out of place, seeming larger than all others surrounding. Both 
climbed on the car as I stood without words. Both took steps with me, 
jumping over windscreens, landing to the clear tarmac. 

Soundless, we headed on. Our gazes latched to the blood, our feet 
stepping sideways. Our glances meeting for the first time as my foot knocked 
something we all recognised, the spent cartridge like a tiny bell as it rattled 
across the floor. 

Soon the sound came again, this time in chorus like a miniature 
orchestra. Our feet swept the path left and right, clearing the way to avoid 
the slip and fall while together we took our unspoken journey to the closest 
of the dark bundles. Definition grew, its shades of greens, browns and black 
recognisable on the arched back. 

We arrived and I watched my hand reach out. I watched as, pulling 
at the shoulder, I wheeled back, the body of a young woman, a lieutenant 
according to her lapels, rolled under her own weight. 

My stomach reacted first, gripping vice-like, but it was already empty. 
My gasp of air was enough to control my flinch at the crushed side of her 
face, a muddy footprint to the other. The same could not be said for my 
friends. 

As the body came to rest on her back, I spotted the handgun lain 
underneath. I turned left and right to the pair standing bent over with their 
hands to their mouths in unison, their gazes fixed on what I’d seen. 

Toby nodded. Andrew gave no reply. The gun was still warm, but it 
nearly fell from my fingers as an almighty rumble ran deep in my chest, 
ripping through the silence and lighting the horizon. 
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Lunging for air, I turned toward the cloud. Breath rasped as I watched the 
smoke build, waiting, desperate for its form to become clear. 

Panting, I read its shape in vain, lids blinking in anticipation. Could 
it be a mushroom? There was no bright flash. No wind battering across me, 
knocking me off my feet. 

My breath slowed and I turned to Andrew and Toby either side, 
shaking my head. Solemn nods came back in reply as Toby seemed to get 
energy from somewhere. He bounded around to the other two bodies, 
skirting their forms, staring for a moment at each but never closing in. 

Without words we turned back along the row of cars. Our pace was 
steady as we started the return journey. Their faces were grey and I imagined 
mine was the same. 

“What do we say?” I heard Andrew's words low as we walked along 
the endless string of cars. 

“Tell them everything,” Toby said, his voice quick and coarse. 

“No,” I said, shaking my head, gaze fixed on my feet. “They'll 
panic.” 

“T’m panicking,” Toby replied. 

I looked up and slowed the breath I hadn’t realise had been racing 
and took a moment to feel the energy building in my chest. 

“We tell them what they need to know. Tell them we found a 
roadblock...” The words caught in my throat and I took a deep swallow. “We 
tell them we found chaos the other end. We tell them everyone has gone, 
evacuated.” 

“Not everyone,” Andrew said. 

I waited a moment to answer, knowing the full extent of what our 
words could do to our friends. 

“We tell them about the panic. We tell them people didn't make it,” 
I said, picking up my pace with the gun heavy in my jacket pocket. 

Their reply was silent. I hoped if I turned I would see them nodding. 
To say anything else wouldn't make sense. 

“Then what?” Toby said, breaking the silence, his words soon 
crumbling under their weight. 

“We find another way out.” My eyes fell on the procession of cars 
stretching to the horizon. “All this in just a few hours?” I said, not targeting 
my words anywhere in particular. 

No one replied, but Andrew slowed. I turned, watching as he cut 
across to the wall, his hands testing the stone before climbing. I joined him 
high at his side, mirroring him as he took in the view. 
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All around us were fields rolling gently up and down, with only the 
occasional wind-battered tree pointing skyward to punctuate the horizon. 
The long-packed toad at our front was the only sign of anyone having ever 
set foot on the earth. 

Our gazes carried to the left; we were about a third of the way back 
to the cars and our friends. Breath stole from my lungs, my stomach a cavern 
as I thought of Zoe and the others back at the car. I thought of their fear for 
us, their fear for the unknown. They would have heard the explosion but 
weren't in the same head space as us and had yet to see what we had. 

“What the hell is going on?” came Toby’s voice at our backs. 

I climbed down and offered my hand, helping him up as we jumped 
down the other side. I was about to open my mouth, about to speak, about 
to tell him I had no idea, when our heads turned skyward, our gazes darting 
this way and that, trying to spot the low rumble building on the horizon. 

Breath came fast, my gaze twitching to my two friends. Theirs were 
as wide as mine. 

We moved quickly, soon building to a run, winding our way through 
the metal and jumping the haphazard belongings clogging the road. 

The roar grew, rising too quick to a crescendo as a etey fighter jet 
ripped through the air high above. 

“Invasion,” I shouted, my instant reaction. “It's World War Three...” 
the words tailing off as I ran faster than I dared. 
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Breathless, I spotted the missing car at the back of our own short convoy 
before I saw Zoe stood next to Toby's young wife. 

Lily waved her arms high above her head and, in unison with Zoe, 
their faces lit with relief. Lily ran towards us as we grew closer, rushing past 
me to clutch her husband. I turned away when no one came running in my 
direction. 

Slowing my pace and with Andrew at my side, we watched Naomi 
climb from our car, followed soon by Matt and Chloe pulling out of Toby's 
silver Mercedes. 

“What is it?” Zoe said, her hands at her mouth, dread covering her 
face. “The explosion,” she said, turning towards Naomi who eyed me with a 
squint of interest. 

“It's a roadblock,” I said, not ready to give the details. “Where's Leo 
and the others?” 

Zoe and Naomi exchanged looks. Matt stepped forward, glancing to 
Chloe before he spoke. 

“They didn't want to sit around waiting. They were pissed off you 
upped and legged it.” 

“T was coming back,” I said, my voice high and defensive. “Of 
course, I was always going to come back.” 

Matt shrugged, his gaze flitting to the distance. 

“So where did they go?” I said, catching the gaze of each for the five. 
Matt spoke again. 

“They're going to find another way around.” Zoe shook her head, a 
look of distaste on her face. 

“Leo said some scary shit,” Matt continued. “Dan thinks we're being 
invaded. World War Three or something.” 

Zoe looked at me the entire time, not hiding her interest in my 
reaction. “Max reckons they blew up the rest of the power station to stop a 
build-up of heat, but that must be bullshit,” Zoe added, fixed on my eyes, her 
own wide for an answer. 

“Well, what is it?” she said, her voice rising. 

I didn’t reply straight away, the pressure of the question weighing 
down heavy. 

“T don't know,” I replied, shaking my head, speaking my true 
feelings. “It's not an invasion,” I said, pausing, adding more words than I 
needed to. “I don't think. I did before, but it makes little sense now.” 

I watched Zoe's eyes widen and Naomi's contract. “If the Russians 
ot the Chinese have invaded then why the evacuation? The skies would be 


128 


teaming with fighters,” I said, shaking my head. 

“But the explosion?” Zoe replied, noticing the rest had gathered 
around, their faces intent on our discussion. 

“T don't know.” 

The only reply was silence. Each of my friends looked on, waiting 
for me to come up with some idea, some plan, some theory they could latch 
on to. I read the disappointment on their faces when my lips didn’t move. 

I couldn't remain silent for long. “All I know is there was supposed 
to be an evacuation. Everyone should be gone, but we missed the bus. Quite 
literally,” I said, turning to Andrew for reassurance Id said the right thing. 

He gave a shallow nod and silence followed, but I knew what came 
next. It was Zoe who spoke first. 

“Evacuated from whatr” As her words came out a tear rolled down 
her cheek. 

“T don't know,’ I replied, stepping forward with open arms, 
dropping them to my side as she instead turned and sunk into Naomi's 
embrace. 

Drawing a deep breath and pushing down the rising emotion, I broke 
from the group to circle my car and closed the passenger doors as I did. 
Taking the driver's seat, I pushed down the locks as the engine started. 

With emotional faces staring back, I turned the car, rolling it to the 
side of the road. Seven heads followed my every action as I killed the engine 
and walked to the last abandoned car in the long queue, a Freelander. 

Leaning through the open driver's door, I turned the key one notch 
and watched the fuel indicator spring to the right. 

They soon got the idea as I pulled open the boot and lugged suitcases 
to the side of the road. Each lent a hand, pulling our bags from my car with 
the wrecked screen. 

Without words we started the convoy once more, pleased for every 
mile I put between us and the reminder of the worst day of my life, although 
the heaviness in my chest wouldn’t let me completely forget. 

We drove for hours, following the map on Andrew's lap, Toby’s 
Mercedes never leaving my mirrors. Taking turn after turn, each time we 
found a queue of abandoned traffic, sometimes longer, sometimes shorter 
than the one we'd left. 

At the first few we checked the head of the queue, gaining hope 
when there had been no repeat of the conflict; no cold bodies left behind. 
Until we came to a short queue of upwards of fifty cars. 

Zoe was the first to see the bodies lying in pools of blood. We 
checked no more road blocks after, instead turning the car away each time 
we came across the beginning of the snaking line. 

The skies had darkened, the air chilling. It must have been the tenth 
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ot so road north we'd found blocked. This latest queue was right back to the 
trunk road, but to its right we found the dry-stone wall smashed through. 

The first car to knock the barrier down had been abandoned to the 
side, the windscreen smashed, the bumper discarded at the gap. Great welts 
scouring into the earth told us many more had followed. 

I looked towards Andrew and he gave the nod as I turned the wheel 
through the gap. 

The going was chaotic and the Freelander loved the terrain. At first 
I thought it was a farmer’s field, but instead it turned out to be wasteland 
potted with rocks hidden below the waist-high wild grass swinging in the 
winter breeze. 

The same could not be said for the Mercedes in the rear-view mirror. 
With no surprise, smoke soon billowed from under the bonnet. Circling 
around, we watched our friends pile out. 
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With the blue sky only a memory and our luggage discarded to the long grass, 
Chloe squeezed up against Zoe, sliding Naomi to the door. Without 
complaint, Toby, Lily and Matt were left to fold themselves into the rear 
compartment. Holdalls bursting with our snatched precious things rested in 
every other space. 

No one was keen to hang around in the dark, knowing death was 
close by and the eerie, distant orange lights helped to urge us on. Towering 
black smoke told of its source burning on the horizon. 

Despite the cramped conditions, I felt the relief in the car as we 
moved away with a slow, considered pace, knowing each bump rushing 
through the axles amplified tenfold for those tight together in the back. 

With the main beam lights dancing across my view, another ten 
minutes past before I was relieved to see the remains of a stone wall smashed 
through in too many places to count, the many cars which just hadn't been 
able discarded at its foot. 

Swinging the four by four in an arc, I swept the headlights across the 
barrier and spotted the largest of the breaches near to the head of the silent 
queue of traffic. We rolled, our movement slow and considered. 

I glanced to Andrew in the passenger seat, watching his shallow nod 
in reply. 

The going was easy, the gap more than ample. Relief rushed through 
my body, a palpable excitement we were through the roadblocks. At my back, 
excited whispers joined my thoughts. 

Through the gap and lit by our main beam, we saw the pickup truck 
which I guessed had cleared the way as we travelled through. Its mass was 
pointed high, angled to the horizon, the front wheels resting on a stone wall 
bounding the opposite side. Its doors were wide open. 

Turning the wheel, the headlights caught on a view we'd seen so 
many times before. Bags, holdalls and luggage scattered around, but this time 
we weren't so naive to the sight of the larger shapes surrounded in dark 
shadows. 

A difference caught my eye and with only a little surprise, the others 
too, if the sharp intakes of breath were anything to go by. We'd seen the face 
of a man, his body encased in an oversized orange hazmat suit. His eyes 
reflected through the wide transparent window punctured by bullet holes. 

Still turning, trying to find a route to navigate around the biggest of 
the debris, I pushed hard on the brakes and all gazes snapped forward as I 
saw something I knew to be a trick of light. Or so I thought, until Andrew 
jumped forward in his seat. 
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Leaning against the windscreen, he stretched his neck to get a better 
look. He, too, had seen the body in the headlights move as the beam bathed 
out view. 

I twitched left, expecting to see Andrew's hand pulling the handle, 
but he was still fixed forward, his mouth open, eyes staring. 

It was Chloe's form which lunged into the light before I felt the chill 
of air coming from her open door and heard the chorus of voices calling her 
back. She wouldn't be turned as I joined in with the frantic calls, her nursing 
instinct hard-wired. 

Drawing a deep breath, I followed her into the night. The darkness 
brought fog to my breath. 

Glancing, I watched Chloe kneel at the body's side. With her head 
bent down, she listened to the gentle moan of death. 

I forced myself to breathe through my mouth, the powerful stench 
of blood and ripe, overflowing toilets sticking in my throat. I couldn't look 
at the scene for very long as I drew closer, instead surveying the wider view, 
despite knowing I should avoid it for the sake of my dreams. 

This was by far the worst we’d come across; the highest body count. 
Double figures ticked off, despite my desperation to avoid the detail. This 
roadblock was also unique because on this side of the concrete blocks were 
cars. Some hadn’t got away. Bullet holes strafed their sides, shell casings 
glinting in the powerful light. 

I was grateful to arrive at Chloe's side, despite the growing stench 
giving me an excuse to look away. With a stolen glance I saw the desperate 
view I couldn't turn from and watched the last moments of a woman Chloe's 
age; mid-twenties, hair once blonde, streaked with scarlet. Half her face was 
blown off, her lips missing from one side of her mouth. The one intact eye 
remained closed. Still, she was moving, cradled in Chloe's arms. 

Chloe made no attempt to halt her death. Even I could tell there was 
nothing to be done, other than to give the ultimate gift of not letting her be 
alone when the final moment came. 

The moment came too soon. Came as Andrew arrived at our side. 
Came as both of us rested our hands on Chloe's shoulders. 

Her head turned down, her comforting words silenced as the body 
went limp and her chest flattened. Chloe remained sat, Andrew and I sharing 
a solemn pause until we sank our heads. 

It was Chloe's shoulders rising, her back arching which caused us to 
look up, to watch the woman in her arms seem to draw a long, deep breath. 
Chloe's head turned up with a wide smile, full eyes pouring with compassion 
and giving joy her prayers were answered. 

Startled, I watched as the woman's remaining eye opened. The white 
was ted, the lens milky and my legs forced me back as she lunged headlong 
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at Chloe's hand lain on her blood-soaked chest. 

Teeth found bone according to the sound and Chloe's arms shook 
as if electrified as she struggled to pull free. 

I'm ashamed to say my instinct forced me to leap back. Isolating 
Chloe, I stared wide-eyed, helpless to the view of my friend's hand clamped 
to the mouth of an abhorrence grinding into her flesh. 
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The sight caused my brain to crash. The woman had been dead only moments 
before. Fear took control over my body, but the sound and sight of Chloe’s 
pain pulled me back as a second instinct countered my first. Anger overtook 
the fear. 

Without conscious thought, my feet stepped forward into the stench, 
closing to the gurgle of liquid breath. Blood sprayed from the abomination's 
mouth. 

Chloe's shock had gone, replaced with a searing scream. I watched 
as the woman’s mouth ground on Chloe’s hand like an animal. 

With a lunge, my right foot connected to the head and my hands 
grabbed at Chloe's arm, but the grip held firm. A second kick did the same 
and Andrew was around the other side, his feet in on the action. 

After longer than I feared, the skull gave way under the onslaught 
and the bloody mouth released. 

With one atm under each shoulder, we dragged Chloe whimpering 
back to the car and the howl of stunned reaction to what they'd witnessed in 
the headlights. 

The girls were frantic, tears streaming, but still they took control of 
Chloe, cradling her hand with such care. With the courtesy light on, I shouted 
for calm between the heavy breaths I could barely control. 

The car filled with a tirade of questions demanding what the hell was 
going, screaming out as they tried to make sense of our brutality. The words 
rolled into white noise which sent my vision swimming to the sight of my 
foot smashing at the woman’s face rolling in a loop in my head, doubt at what 
I had seen already creeping in. 

The disbelief turned to fear that despite the state we’d left her in, she 
might come crawling along the ground to take a second bite. 

I shouted again for them to hold back and for Andrew to get in the 
fucking car. With the doors barely sealed, I revved the engine, stomping the 
accelerator to screams of panic and coos of sympathy for the patient who 
lay across them on the back seat. 

The car swerved left and right, my complete concentration fixed 
hard on the drive. Vehicles abandoned to the roadside flashed by in the 
headlights, the lines of bullets and smashed glass not overlooked. 

I left the engine to roar. Left the pitch-black scenery to fly by the 
window to the cacophony of words until Andrew shouted, his voice clear of 
the melee and with a strange calm. 

With his hand on my shoulder I let the engine dip from the red line. 
Let the engine decay to idle. Let the wheels coast. The inside calmed with the 
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diminishing speed and Andrew pointed. 

My gaze followed his finger and I saw the road ahead with my 
conscious mind for the first time. 

Ahead stood a giant white warehouse, a dead supermarket. So rare 
was it to see these behemoth buildings without their lights blaring out twenty- 
four seven. The mood grew optimistic in the back as I let the engine build 
and turned into the car park. 

Two cars sat in the wide expanse of tarmac, their bonnets up, 
abandoned by their owners. 

Circling the shop took over ten minutes in the car. The place looked 
locked up tight, the doors sealed, shutters down across the front. Still, we 
hadn't spoken about what had occurred to hasten this leg of the journey and 
I wanted to keep it that way until we'd got Chloe's wounds under control and 
Td had chance to figure it out for myself. 

Toby agreed to stay with the car and sit in the driver's seat with the 
engine running, ready to pick us up at a moment’s notice. 

Zoe insisted she came with us, so joined Andrew, myself and Matt 
as we got out at the rear of the building to examine the delivery entrance. 

A small high window at the rear was smashed through within 
minutes, our success rewarded with an alarm we were all a little surprised to 
hear. I ventured in, rising on Matt and Andrew's interleaved hands. 

Inside I found utter darkness, the rage of the alarm incessant and 
not helping to tune my vision to the pitch black. 

Not knowing what I was to land on, I lowered myself down from 
the ledge and my feet found something solid. The porcelain of a toilet bowl 
I soon found out, as my foot traced its smooth edges. 

Inside, the alarm was bass and high at the same time, assaulting not 
only my ears but my stomach as well. If I had eaten in the last day, I would 
have emptied my guts again. 

The deep blackness was so complete. Touch alone got me through 
the cubicle and out of the wider room where the darkness seemed to only 
deepen, the last of the moonlight shut out. 

I don't mind admitting I was petrified as the tone of the alarm 
changed. I guessed I was out into the main cavernous warehouse, but there 
were no lights to guide me, the emergency batteries having worn down the 
previous night. 

Despair tightened its grip with the last of the light as the door closed 
at my back and my pace slowed further. Like a fireman in a smoke-filled room 
but less practiced, I waved my hands in front of me in methodical circles, 
fingers curled into my palms for protection. 

My left fist caught a solid wall. So did my right and I realised I was 
in a corridor and not the main hall. My mood fell even further, head splitting 
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with pain, peaking each time the klaxon cycled through its infernal rhythm. 

Time pressed its urgency and I could sense Chloe's blood pumping 
from her injuries, her body draining with each step I failed to find some way 
to get her inside and her injuries dressed. 

My knuckles rasped against something hard, a cold handle. Joy flared 
as I turned. The door opened, but I sank to my knees when the echo 
resounded deeper. The repetition was overwhelming, the noise pouring over 
me. 

Tears rolled when light burst into being. A car smashing through 
from the outside. The room lit from the source of the attack, my hand 
unknowingly reaching for the gun. 
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Forcing my eyes wide, the roar of the engine died back below the siren's 
scream. As dust and smoke continued to billow from the sudden outburst, I 
watched silhouettes rush from the new opening. Heads turned wild, this way 
and that, searching something out. 

The first figure carried another cradled in their arms. Chloe, I soon 
realised, in Toby's hold. With Lily at her back, a deep relief lifted my mood. 

In the new light I saw I was in a side corridor, the group of three 
already out of view. Hurrying forward, the gun pushed deep once more, my 
despair forgotten to the shouts of my name just high enough to register. 

I appeared in the angle of their vision and saw the relief on Toby's 
face and a pained, pale complexion on Chloe's as she lay on the floor. 

Lily knelt in a stance we'd only just seen. Chloe's face was still intact, 
albeit grey and drawn. Our friends huddled around, each shouting calls trying 
to reach above the others, but we all knew the aim. 

I watched as they scattered, leaving me transfixed on Lily forcing 
blood-red rags around the patient's hand, a pool already forming beneath. 

Out of my daze, I split from the scene, helpless to react to the 
constant pour of blood. Instead, I raced off through the pristine aisles, the 
tops of the rows lit just enough to help navigation. 

I returned with an arm full of torches, battery packs bulging from 
pockets. Back at Chloe's side, I listened to Lily's calming voice and caught 
sight of her hand clamped down, her fingers red with Chloe's blood. 

My gaze fixed to Lily’s breathless stare as she looked up. 

Striding off once more, I found Toby by the medicines as he 
squinted in the near dark. His hands felt across the shelves. His face upturned 
as I pushed the lit torch into his fingers. 

Still I headed on and found Andrew wielding a chair, attacking a tall 
metal panel by the front entrance. Despite his desperate swings, the alarm 
still screamed out and a rainbow of weak LEDs continued to dim with each 
pulse of the speaker. 

I lit the panel with the torch beam and Andrew turned, his face alive 
with fright until he saw me and he said something I had no chance of 
understanding, 

I was off again, but I only went a few steps before stumbling into a 
metal cage to the side of a promotional pyramid of six-packs of lemonade 
bottles. My knees slammed to the hard ground as I fell. 

Retrieving the torch as it slowed its spin, its beam caught on a 
colourful explosion of light painted on the cabinet door and I made a mental 
note to search for the key when I had a chance to take a breath. 
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Hugging lemonade bottles in my arms, I nudged Andrew on my 
return. Understanding my plan without the need for explanation, together we 
took a step back from the panel, twisted off the caps and took aim. 

To the scent of sweet lemons, the alarm died with a crackle to the 
speakers. I swear I could hear it resounding for hours after. 

We hugged and drew deep breaths. Our bodies shook as we took in 
the silence, only to be startled by a loud bang reverberating from the back of 
the shop. 

As we tose from our instinctive duck with the echo fading, we caught 
each other’s gaze before looking back to the alarm panel and its dark, empty 
reply. 

Together we turned and took tentative steps toward the rear wall, 
watching closely for anything unusual in the dark. Our pace sped as the 
shockwave of sound didn’t repeat, slowing only as the torch found a double 
set of doors in the distance. 

Journeying through the aisles, I looked to Andrew and he urged me 
on with his brow. 

I stepped forward as we arrived, pushing the left door, my breath 
held. Leading with the beam, I passed it over bundles of cardboard packaging 
compressed in densely strapped pales, ready for the next delivery which 
wouldn’t be coming. 

I searched on with the outstretched light falling on more doors either 
side, stopping only as it highlighted the square plastic yellow flash in the 
centre. My breath relaxed. 

“T think it was just a breaker for the alarm. I guess it’s where the 
battery is,” I said, nodding towards the door. 

Andrew stepped forward to take a look, but we both turned back to 
the main floor, our eyes searching out the raised voices of our friends. 

I followed Andrew as we ran back to find lanterns surrounding 
Chloe, blankets under her head and covering her legs. 

The car stood silent with the lights off, leaving just the chill of the 
night creeping through smashed-open fire exit doors. The front of the 
Freelander had been wide enough to punch through the doors, but not to get 
all the way through. The metal wings were caved in, wedged between exposed 
steel beams. 

“It won't stop bleeding,” I heard Lily's voice, loud and clear. Dread 
made the emptiness of my stomach feel greater. 

Andrew and I knelt, taking our place in the circle. Chloe's hand was 
packed hard with bandages. Toby ripped open fresh packets to replace the 
bloody rags piling up by her side. His face was a match for his wife's, a shared 
look of fear I couldn't linger on. 

Standing, I took deep breaths before turning to the darkness as 
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Naomi and Zoe rose to their feet, their torches shining down at the ground. 

Andrew took steps with me. Matt followed behind. Our pace was 
slow with guilt raging in each step, a helplessness pounding in my chest. 

I couldn't do anything to stop the bleeding. I couldn't look on. I 
knew it was time for the conversation. 

It was Zoe who raised it first to mouthfuls of water taken from the 
aisle we'd drifted to. 

“Well?” was all she said, but the meaning didn't need to be explained. 

I turned, looked back and away towards the halo of light where our 
three other friends were holding vigil. We were far enough away they wouldn't 
hear, but still I kept my voice quiet. 

“You saw it for yourself,’ I said, knowing full well it wouldn't be 
enough. 

Naomi was the first to pick it open. 

“All we saw was you and Andrew going to town on that woman’s 
head. What the fuck happened?” she said. Her voice was hurried, but she 
kept her volume low. 

Andrew and I shared a look. He nodded at me and I let the words 
out. 

“She died,” I said, pausing for a moment. “Chloe was comforting 
her, you saw that?” I watched as nods replied. “But she came back. She bit 
into Chloe’s hand. She wouldn't let go.” 

The huddle was silent. 

“You thought she'd died,” Matt said. “You're no doctor.” 

“She died,’ Andrew said, stepping closer into our circle. “She would 
never have survived those injuries. Half her face was splattered across the 
road, for fuck's sake.” 

“Mate,” I said, and he lowered his head. “Look. She seemed to be 
dead, but you're right, she must have been alive. She must have been 
defending herself. Her brain had been addled with pain, I guess. It was an 
animal instinct. Yeah.” I looked to the floor because I didn’t want to see their 
reaction. “I mean, there's no other explanation, is there?” This time I couldn't 
help but look around and watch the sunken faces as no one spoke. 

“Don't say it,’ were Zoe's words. 

“Say what?” Naomi replied. 

The silence filled the gap and we heard what sounded like Lily's 
gentle voice singing low in the glow of lanterns. 

“Zombies,” Andrew said. Laughter followed from his words, but I 
watched his fixed expression. 

Naomi and Matt's chuckles died back when they saw the rest of us 
weren't joining in. What Andrew had just said had already crossed my mind. 
It had been my only explanation, but the word grated against all common 
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sense and there was nothing I could do to stop my mind racing to search for 
another explanation. 

“Puck off,’ Matt and Naomi replied, almost in unison. Their volume 
fell back as they turned and walked away, only stopping in their tracks as a 
great rattle of metal came from the wide shuttered entrance. 

Within less than a second I'd put it down to the wind. Until it came 
again twice more in quick succession. 
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Zoe stared. Her gaze was intent on mine. Her shoulders rattled each time the 
shutter banged. 

After the fifth, I lost count. 

Naomi was the first to move, the first to turn to Matt then back to 
the rest of us as they re-joined the arc of our circle. 

“You're joking, right?’ Naomi said, looking to the shutters then back 
through the group. “You're fucking joking? You guys need to stop watching 
shit TV.” 

We continued to stare forward, our eyes on Naomi. I noticed Lily's 
voice had quietened in the background. 

“You wanna take your chances?” Andrew said, his eyes wide. 

“With the fucking zombies?” Naomi replied. “Shut the fuck up. 
They're people, like us. People left behind in this fucking mess. They've heard 
the alarm and come to find help,” she said, raising her eyebrows. “If it was 
you, wouldn't you want safety?” 

Everyone kept quiet. She'd made a good point, but she hadn't been 
there. She hadn't seen the milky eyes of the woman, her mouth in a death 
grip around Chloe's hand. She hadn't had to pulverise the woman's head to 
release her friend. 

“But what if it's not? What if it's the military clearing the place out?” 
I replied. 

Naomi took a step toward me, opening her arms. 

“Break open the champagne. We've been saved and can get the fuck 
away,” she said, softening her voice, her eyes clenched. 

“What if it's an invasion?” Matt said, his voice low too. 

“What? Not you as well. Do you think aliens have landed?” Naomi 
replied, the harsh rattle of shutters stopping the rest of her words. 

“No, no,” Matt said, taking his own steps forward so he could lower 
his voice as he shook his head. “Another country, I mean?” 

Naomi's smile grew wide. 

“And you reckon they're going to knock on the door?” 

Our heads turned in unison. A fright ran through the five of us as 
Toby appeared around the corner; his head low, his gaze on his bright-red 
hands. A dark soaked bandage in his palm. 

“What if it's a doctor?” he said, his voice solemn. “It won't stop 
bleeding, She can’t have long left.” 

Naomi turned and took a step before pivoting her head back, locking 
her gaze with mine. 

“Your call,” she said, raising her brow. “When this mess is over, the 
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decisions we make will be pulled apart. Perhaps think that over before you 
leave them out in the freezing cold.” She turned and headed back toward 
Chloe. 

“Hey, unfair,’ Zoe replied, her voice wounded as she took a step 
toward me. 

“Ts itr” I said, looking around the group and catching each gaze 
intent in my direction. 

Naomi was right. Every decision would be picked at in detail, but 
when did I get appointed leader? If she cared so much then why didn’t she 
put herself forward to take control? Ever since she settled into the group, 
she’d become a vocal part of our dynamic. She was fun, for the most part, 
keeping us on our toes when the things we did had no consequences. 

Before this shit, decisions were taken on a whim by whoever spoke 
up first or came up with the craziest idea. Was I now in charge because of 
the guy who'd run into the path of my car? Was it because I was the first to 
hear about the crisis? Or because I'd been standing next to Chloe when we 
watched the world change forever? 

Was it because they thought I could handle the pressure, or did they, 
did she, need someone else to take the responsibility? Need someone else to 
take the shit for doing something wrong? 

I drew a deep breath. Like it or not, which I didn't, they’d given me 
control and I had to do something, 

Feeling the weight in my pocket, I turned to the remainder of the 
group. 

“Who’s coming with me?” 
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Get Involved 


If you enjoyed reading about the Bug Out Bag and if have any 
suggestions of comments then why not join the discussion either via 
my blog, Facebook or Twitter using the links below. 

https: / /www.facebook.com/gjstevensauthor/ 


https://twitter.com/stevens_gj 


Gjstevens.com/posts 


From time to time I will update this book and provide the 
updated Kindle versions free of charge to those on my mailing list. 
You can sign up either by navigating to my website, 
https://gjstevens.com, or buy clicking the link below (Kindle only 
©). 


https: / /mailchi.mp/43deb84f88ce/gjstevens 
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Here are some useful links to resources I have used in the 
production of this book. 
Lyme Disease: 


https:/ /www.lymediseaseaction.org.uk/about-ticks /tick- 
removal 


CDC: 


https://www.cdc.gov/healthywater/drinking/travel/backcoun 
try_water_treatment.html 
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